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PREFACE. 


No  book,  of  convenient  size,  could  possibly  contain  a  tithe  of 
the  songs  which  are  dear  to  Christian  hearts ;  therefore  it  is  not 
claimed  that  in  "Echoes  from  Zion,"  will  be  found  all  the 
favorites. 

There  is  a  growing  demand  for  hymns  and  music,  that  shall 
be  chiefly  remarkable  for  their  direct  appeal  to  the  emotional 
nature,  and  so  be  full  of  kindling  power. 

In  the  compilation  of  this  little  volume,  the  Editor  has  sought 
to  aid  the  devotions  of  others  by  bringing  forth  "things  new  and 
old,"  which  might  generate  heart-power,  in  the  home  as  well  as  in 
the  gatherings  for  religious  worship. 

The  selection  of  hymns  embraces  a  somewhat  wider  range  of 
subjects  than  is  found  in  any  similar  collection,  thus  better  adapt- 
ing the  work  to  general  use  in  the  prayer  meetings  of  the  Church, 
Christian  Associations,  and  Praise  Meetings.        % .,_ 

That  these  songs  may  be  helpful  in  winning  souls  to  Christ, 
comforting  the  sorrowing,  warming  cold  hearts,  stirring  to  new 
zeal  Christian  workers,  and  preparing  all  to  join  in"  the  new  song 
which  none  can  learn  but  they  that  are  redeemed,"  is  the  earnest 
prayer  of  THE  EDIT0R. 

Copyright,  1874,  by  Horace  Waters  &  Son. 
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WORK  TO-DAY. 
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1.  Souls  im-mor-tal,  shall  they  die?  An-gels  wait 
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Christ  is  uear  and  heaven  is  nigh,  Try  to  save  them  while  'tis    day 
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Work  to-day,    oh!  work  to-day!  Save  them,  save  them  while  you  may. 
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2  Soon  the  harvest  will  be  o'er; 

Time  is  flying,  0  how  fast ! 
Death  is  reaping  ever}'  hour, 

And  the  day  is  quickly  past. 
Reap  to-day,  oh  !  reap  to-day  ! 
Time  is  flying  fast  away. 


1      i 


3  Haste,  0  Christian,  serve  thy  King; 
.  Vict'ry's  sure  and  crown  of  gold: 
In  the  songs  that  angels  sing 

Loud  will  heaven  its  joy  unfold. 
"Win  to-day,  oh !  win  to-day ! 
Souls  are  lost  if  you  delay ! 


4  Speed,  oh  !  speed  the  coming  day, 
When,  the  harvest  gathered  in, 

Christ  shall  reign  with  glorious  sway, 
Triumph  over  death  and  sin. 

Haste  the  day,  oh !  haste  the  day ! 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come,  we  pray ! 


/  CANNOT  KEEP  FROM  SINGING. 
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S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  I  came  to    Je  -  sus  poor  and  weak,     In  faith  my  smscon-fess-ins;, 

2.  I  feel  a  calm   and  constant  peace,  All  earth -ly  joy  ex  -cell- ing; 
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And  there  be-fore     a  throne  of  grace,    I  sought  and  found  a  blessing; 
I  know  the  tern  -  pie  of     my  heart     Is     now  the  Spirit's  dwelling; 


And  since  that  time,  each  golden  hour  Some  new     ae-light  is  bringing; 
And  while  a  -  way  to  Pisgah's  top,  My  thoughts  their  flight  are  winging, 
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My  Saviour's  love  to  me  is   great!   I 
Such  visions  burst   up-on  my  sight,    I 


can-not  keep  from 
can-not  keep  from 


singing, 
sinking. 


3  O  precious,  healing  stream  that  flows 
From  Christ  the  living  fountain ; 

0  blessed  radiance  from  the  cross, 
The  cross  on  Calvary's  mountain. 

1  almost  fancy  I  can  hear 
The  angel  chorus  ringing; 

O  hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord ! 
I  cannot  keep  from  singing. 


KEEP  ON  PRAYING. 


T.  E.  Perkins.    By  per. 


1.  Long:  my   spir  -  it  pined   in     sor-row,  Watching,  wait-ing,  all    in    vain  ; 
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Wait-ing  for     a     gold  -  en  mor-row.  Free  from  -worldly  care   and  pain. 
D.s.  Cheer  up,  brother  ''Keep  on  praying,"  Keep  on    pray-ing   to     the     end. 


When.  I  heard   a  sweet  voice  say-ing,      In     the    ac-cents    of     a  friend, 
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When  our  wayward  tho'ts  are  stray-ing,  When  God's  mer-cy  seems  de-lay -ing, 
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Thenin  faith  we'll  keep  on  praying.Keep 


2  Ye  who  sigh  for  holy  pleasures, 

Ye  who  mourn  your  load  of  sin, 
Keep  on  praying,  heavenly  treasures 

In  the  end  you're  sure  to  win; 
Wrestle  with  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Lay  your  troubles  at  his  feet, 
Plead  with  faith  in  Calvary's  story, 

Till  your  joys  are  all  complete. 
Cho. — When  our  wayward,  &c. 
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on  pray  ing,  Keep  on  praying  to   the   end. 


3  How  the  angel  band  rejoices 

When  a  kneeling  mortal  prays; 
Hear  them  cry,  in  heavenly  voices, 

Keep  on  praying  all  your  days; 
Pray  until  you  reach  fair  Canaan, 

Reach  the  pearly  gates  of  day, 
Then  your  bliss  shall  end  in  glory, 

And  shall  never  pass  away. 
Clio. — When  our  wayward,  &c 


ARIEL. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 
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1.  Oh,  could  I   speak  the  matchless  worth,Oh,could  I  sound  the  glories  forth 
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Which     iu  my  Saviour  shine ! 


I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, ) 
And   vie   with     Gabriel,  while  "he  sings,  J 


In  notes    al  -  most  di  -  vine, 


In  notes    al-most 


di  -  vine. 


The  riches  of  Clirist. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine: 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all  perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  characters  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne: 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
'I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home 

And  I  shall  see  His  face; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend. 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 


Praise  for  ClirisOs  Mission. 

1  Oh,  let  your  mingling  voices  rise 
In  grateful  rapture  to  the  skies. 

And  hail  a  Saviour's  birth; 
Let  songs  of  joy  the  day  proclaim, 
When  Jesus  all-triumphant  came 

To  bless  the  sons  of  earth. 

2  He  came  to  bid  the  weary  rest; 

To  heal  the  sinner's  wounded  breast; 

To  bind  the  broken  heart; 
To  spread  the  light  of  truth  around; 
And  to  the  world's  remotest  bound, 

The  heavenly  gift  impart. 

3  He  came  our  trembling  souls  to  save, 
From  sin,  from  sorrow,  and  the  grave, 

And  chase  our  fears  away; 
Victorious  over  death  and  time, 
To  lead  us  to  a  happier  clime, 

Where  reigns  eternal  day. 


UP !  BE  DOING. 


From  "Songs  of  Grace  and  Gloey." 
W.  W.  DOWNS.  Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Up!  be    clo-iug !  day  is  fleeting !  Soon  the  evening  shadows  fall, 
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And  the  dark-ness  o'er  thee  creeping,  Will  from  la-bor  sure  -  ly    call. 
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While 'tis     day    0  haste  to  save  them,  To  their  rescue    quickly  go! 
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2  If  to  do  the  Master's  bidding 

You're  prepared,  and  willing,  too, 
Seek  in  life's  by-ways  and  hedges — 

There  you'll  find  enough  to  do. 
O  how  many  there  are  sighing, 

Crushed  to  earth  by  weight  of  grief! 
And  how  gladly  would  they  follow 

Any  one  who  brings  relief ! 


3  Look  abroad  !  behold  the  harvest 

Waving  thick  as  forest  leaves  ; 
Why  notln  the  field  be  working? 

Why  not  gather  in  the  sheaves? 
Is  thine  ease  to  thee  more  precious 

Than  the  souls  of  dying  men  ? 
O  be  toiling,  sowing,  reaping 

Till  the  Master  comes  again. 


8       JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY. 
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T.  E.  Perkins.    By  per. 
i                                     1st  time. 
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2. 

(What  means  this  ea-ger,  anxious  throng,  Which  moves  with  busy  haste  along' — ) 
( These  wondrous  gath'riugs  day  by  day, What  means  this  strange  com-       [Omit.     \ 

I      Who  is  this  Je  -  sus?  Why  should  he  The      cit  -   y    move  so   migh  -  ti  -  ly  ?  | 
\        A  pass-ing  stran-ger,    has  he    skill  To    move   the  mul  -  ti  -       [Omit ]) 
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motion,  say?  In  accents  hushed  the  throng  reply:  "Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by;" 
tude  at  will?    A-gain  the     stir  -  riug  tones    reply:  "Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by;" 
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In  ac-cents  hushed  the  throng  reply: 
A-gain  the   stir  -  ring  tones  re-ply: 
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'Je-sus  of  Na-za-reth  pass-eth  by." 
'  Je-sus  of   Na-za-reth  pass-eth  by." 


3  Jesus  !  'tis  he  who  once  below 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe; 
And  burdened  ones,  where'er  he  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick.and  deaf.aud  lame. 
The  blind  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

4  Again  he  comes !   From  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace. 

He  pauseth  at  our  threshold— nay, 
He  enters— condescends  to  stay. 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 


5  Ho !  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come  ! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  and  home. 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  his  proffered  grace. 

Ye  tempted,  there's  a  refuge  nigh : 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

6  But  if  you  still  this  cali  refuse. 
And  all  his  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  he  sadly  from  you  turn. 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 
"Too  late  !  too  late !  "  will  be  the  cry— 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  6y." 


JUST  NOW* 


'  Behold,  now  U  the  accepted  time — behold  now  is  the  day  ot  salvation." — Cor  6  :  2. 
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1.  Come  to    Jesus,  come  to    Je-sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sus  just  now: 
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2  He  will  save  you,  just  now,  etc. 

"  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
thou  shalt  be  saved."—  Acts  16:  31. 

3  0  believe  him,  just  now,  etc. 

"  God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son, that  whosoever  be- 
lievetli  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life."— John  3:  16. 

4  He  is  able. 

"He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  utter- 
most that  come  unto  God  by  him,  seeing 
he  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for 
them."— Heb.  7:  25. 

5  He  is  willing. 

"The  Lord  is  long  suffering  to  us-ward, 
not  willing  that  any  should  perish,  but 
that  all  should  come  to  repentance."— 2 
Bet.  3:  9. 

6  He'll  receive  you. 

"  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no 
wise  cast  out."— John  6:  37. 

7  Call  upon  him. 

"Whosoever  shall  call  on  the  name  of 
the  Lord  shall  be  saved."— Acts  2:  21. 


8  He  will  hear  you. 

"  And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  go  thy  wav; 
thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole."— Marie 
10:  52. 

9  He'll  forgive  you. 

"  If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and 
just  to  forgive  us  our  sins."— 1  John  1:  9 

10  He  will  cleanse  you. 

"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  his  Son, 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."— 1  John  1:  7. 

11  He'll  renew  you. 

"  Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Christ,  he 
is  a  new  creature."— 2  Cor.  5:  17. 

12  He  will  clothe  you. 

"  He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be 
clothed  in  white  raiment."— Rev.  3:  5. 

13  Jesus  loves  me. 

"Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  his, 
that  a  man  should  lay  down  his  life  for  his 
friends."— John  15:  12. 

14  Don't  reject  him. 

"He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men." 
—Isa.  53:  3. 

15  Only  trust  him. 

"  He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  life."— John 
5:  12. 


*  This  little  Chorus  has  been  the  means  of  helping  many  an  inquiring  sinner  to 
embrace  the  Saviour,  believe  and  trust  him.— "It  was,"  savs  Rev.  Mr.  Hammond. 
"  first  suug  in  Scotland,  when  hundreds  were  asking.  '  What  shall  we  do  to  be  saved.'  '* 


10    SINNER,  NOW  WILL  YOU  GO.    6s  &  7  s. 


From,  "Devotional  Melodies. 


Words  by  Rev.  C.  B.  Davidson. 


By  permission. 


,    j  Sin  -  ner,  now  will  you    go    To    the  highlands  of     hea-ven  ? 
'   (  Where  the  storms  never  blow,  And  the  long  summer's  giv  -en, 
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Where  the  bright  blooming  flow'rs   Are  their    o  -  dors    e 
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And  the  leaves  of    the  bow'rs  In    the    soft  winds  are  flit -ting. 
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2  Where  the  saints,  robed  in  white, 

Cleansed  in  life's  flowing  fountain, 
Shining  beauteous  and  bright, 

They  inhabit  the  mountain, 
Wliere  no  sin  nor  dismay, 

Neither  trouble  nor  sorrow, 
Will  be  felt  for  a  day, 

Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 

S  Where  the  rivers  of  joy 

O'er  the  bright  plains  are  flowing; 
There  our  bliss  ne'er  shall  cloy  I 

To  that  land  we  are  going. 
Then  say,  will  you  go. 

And  the  world  leave  behind  you? 
Since  its  pleasures  you  know 

Have  but  dazzled  to  blind  you.    . 


0  FLY,  MOURNING  SINNER,     lis.         11 
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1.  0    fly,  mourning  sin-ner.  saith  Je-sus    tome;  Thy  guilt  I     will 

2.  Too  long,  guilty  wand'rer.  too  Ions;  hast  thou  been  In  the  broad  road  of 
3.Tho'  countless  thy  sins,and  tho'  crimson  thy  guilt.  Yet  for  crimes  such  as 
4.  Thou  doubt'st  not  my  power — de  -  ny  not  my  will ;  Come  needy,  come 
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par-don,  thy  soul  I  will  free;  From  the  chainsthathave  bound  thee, My 
ru-  in,  in  bond -age    to    sin;    Thee  the  world  has  allured. and en- 
thine  was  my  blood  free-ly  spilt ;    Come,  sin-ner, and  prove  me;  come, 
helpless,  thy  soul    I     will    fill;     My      mer  -  cy    is  boundless ;  no 
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GTace  shall  release,  Thy  stains  I  will  wash,  and  thy  sorrows  shall  cease, 
slav'd  and  deceiv'd,  While  my  counsel  tliou'st  spurn'd,  and  my  Spirit  liast  griev'd. 
mourn-er,  and  see    The  wounds  that  I  bore,  when  I  suffered  for  thee, 
sinner  shall  say  That  he  sued  at  my  feet — and  was  driven  a  -  way. 


1  How  loving  is  Jesus,  -who  came  from  the 

sky, 
In  teuderest  pity  for  sinners  to  die  ! 
His  bauds  and  His  feet  were  nail'd  to  the 

tree, 
And  all  this  He  sufferedfor  you  and  for  me 

2  How  gladly  does  Jesus  free  pardon  impart 
To  all  who  receive  Him  by  faith  in  their 

heart; 
No  evil  befalls  them,  their  home  is  above, 
And  Jesus  throws  round  them  the  arms 

of  His  love. 


How  precious  is  Jesus  to  all  who  believe, 

And  out  of  His  fullness  what  grace  they 
receive ; 

When  weak,  He  supports  them;  when 
erring  He  guides, 

And  everything  needful  He  kindly  pro- 
vides. 

O,  give  then  to  Jesus  your  earliest  days, 
They  only  are  blessed  who  walk  in  Hi3 

ways, 
In  life,  and  in  death,  He  will  still  be  your 

friend,  lend. 

For  whom  Jesus  loves,  He  loves  to  the 
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TO-DAY  THE  SAVIOUR  CALLS. 


Dr.  L.  Mason.    By  per. 


To-day  the    Sa-viour    calls,   Ye  wand'rers  come;  0,       ye    be  - 
To-day  the    Sa-viour    calls;    O    hear  him   now;  With -in  these 
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jhted  souls  Why  longer  roam  ? 
-cred  walls  To    Je-sus  bow. 
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3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

For  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day, 

Yield  to  His  power; 
O  grieve  him  not  away, 
'Tis  mercy's  hour. 


CHILD  OF  SIN  AND  SORROW.     6  s  &  4s. 


Dr.  Th.  Hastings. 


f  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, filled  with  dismay. 
[  Wait  not  for  to-morrow.  Yield  thee  to-day ;  J 
i.C.  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow,  Hear  and  obey. 


Heaven  bids  thee  come,whilc  yet  there's 
[room ; 
Fine. 

D.C. 


2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow,  why  wilt  thou  die  ! 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow  help  from  on  high  ; 

Grieve  not  that  love, 
Which,  from  above — 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow — 
Would  bring  thee  nigh. 

3  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow,  where  wilt  thou  flee? 
Through  that  long  to-morrow,  eternity  ! 

Exiled  from  home, 
Darkly  to  roam — 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Where  wilt  thou  iiee  ? 

4  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow,  lift  np  thine  eye  ! 
Heirship  thou  canst  borrow  in  worlds  on  high  1 

In  that  high  home, 
Graven  thy  name: 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Swift  homeward  flv  ! 


VOICE  OF  LOVE. 
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Words  by  Rev.  Alfred  Taylor.    By  per. 


Russian. 


1.  Come  to  Jesus  now;  His  voice  of  love  is  gently  calling :  Come,  before  liim 
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Oho.  Lord,  I  gladly  come,  Thy  gracious  voice  of  love  obeying!  Saviour,  take  me 
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call-ing,   call-ing  me;"  I  liave  died  for  thee,  Died  to  set  thee  free: 
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Crowned  In   ev-er-last-ing  glory  thou  shalt be;  "Weary  sinner.come  to  me." 
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2  Come  to  Jesus  now ; 

His  gracious  love  thy  sin  forgiving : 
Soon  with  Him  shalt  thou 

At  His  right  hand  be  ever  living. 
From  the  throne  above  my  Saviour  welcomes  me; 
"Thou  shalt  reign  with  me; 
All  my  glory  see; 

See  the  crown  and  kingdom  I  have  bought  for  thee; 
Ransomed  sinner,  live  with  me." 
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WHERE  IS  THY  REFUGE. 


Fanny  Ckosby. 


S.  J.  Vail. 


WHERE  IS  THY  REFUGE.     Concluded.     15 
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The  Master  is  calling  thee,  sinner, 
In  tones  of  compassion  and  love, 

To  feel  that  sweet  rapture  of  pardon, 
And  lay  up  thy  treasure  above: 

Oh!   kneel  at  the  cross  where  He 
suffered, 
To  ransom  thy  soul  from  the  grave ; 

The  arm  of  His  mercy  will  hold  thee, 

•   The  arm  that  is  mighty  to  save. 

Cho. 


3  As  summer  is  waning,  poor  sinner, 
Repent  ere  the  season  is  past; 
God's  goodness  to  thee  is  extended, 
As  long  as  the  day-beam  shall  last; 
Then  slight  not  the  warning  repeated 
With  all  the  bright  moments  that 
roll, 
Nor  say  when  the  harvest  is  ended, 
That  no  one  hath  cared  for  thy 
soul.  Cho. 
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THE  CLEFT  OF  THE  ROCK. 


Fanny  Crosby. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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thunder's  dread  shock;  Press  onward,  press  onward,  no  sleep  to  our  evelids,  Till 


safe  in  our  ref-  uge,  the  cleft  in  the  Rock.  The  cleft      of  the  Rock,  oh!  the 
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cleft  of  the  Rock,  There  is  room  for  us  all    in   the  cleft    of     the  Rock. 
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2  Escape  to  the  mountain,  oh,  look  not  behind  us, 

Stay  not  in  the  plain,  there  is  clanger  at  hand; 
The  angel  of  mercy  who  walketh  beside  us, 
Is  urging  us  on  at  our  Saviour's  command. 
The  cleft  of  the  Rock,  etc. 

3  Escape  from  the  city  of  death  and  destruction, 

Fly,  fly  from  the  storm  and  the  thunder's  dread  shock; 
Escape  to  the  mountain  of  Hope  and  Salvation, 
And  hide  in  our  Saviour,  the  cleft  in  the  Rock. 
The  cleft  in  the  Rock,  etc. 


COME,   YE  SINNERS. 
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.    j  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  need-y,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore;  ) 

'   (         Je-sus  read-}'  stands  to    save  you,  Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power,  j 

d.  c.  Glo  -  ry,  hon-or,  and    sal  -  va-tion,  Christ  the  Lord  is  come  to  reign. 
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Turn  to  the  Lord,  and  seek  sal  -  vation,  Sound  the  praise  of  His  dear  name ; 
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_  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  you  need  of  Him. 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  etc. 

3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  etc. 

4  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo !  your  Maker  prostrate  lies ! 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him— 
There  He  groans,  and  bleeds,  and 
dies. 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  etc. 

5  Lo  !  th'  Incarnate  God  ascended, 

Pleads  the  merits  of  His  blood ; 
Venture  on  Him — venture  wholly, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 

Turn  to  the  Lord,  etc.    Hart. 


[Adapt  to  thetuneby  omiting  the  words  "  Turn 
to  the  Lord.'1  etc.] 

1  Hear,  O  sinner!   mercy  hails  you; 

Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls; 
Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  falls: 

Hear,  0  sinner! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  mercy  cali3. 

2  See !   the  storm  of  vengeance  gath- 

ering 
O'er  the  path  you  dare  to  tread ! 
Hark  !  the  awful  thunder  rolling 
Loud  and  louder  o'er  your  head! 

Turn,  0  sinner! 
Lest  the  lightning  strike  you  dead. 

3  Haste,  0  sinner!    to  the  Saviour: 

Seek  His  mercy  while  you  may; 
Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over; — 
Soon  your  life^vill  pass  away; 

Haste,  0  sinner ! 
You  must  perish  if  you  stay. 

Reed. 
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DELAY  NOT. 


Arr.  for  this  work. 


1.  De- lay  not,    do  -  lay  not,   0    sinner— draw  near;  The  wa  -  ters    of 

2.  De- lay  not,    de  -  lay  not,   0    sinner,    to    come,  Former-cy     still 
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life  are  now  flow  -  ing  for    thee: 
ling-ers,  and  calls  thee  to  -  day: 


No   price  is     de  -  mand-ed,    the 
Her  voice  is     not  heard  in    the 
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Sa-viour  is    here,    Re  -  demption  is  purchased,  sal  -  va  -  tion    is     free, 
vale  of  the  tomb:  Her  message,  un-heed-ed,  will   soon  pass  a-  way. 
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Do-  lay  not,  de- lay  not;  why  longer    a  -  buse    The    love  and  com  - 
De  -  lay  not,  de-  lay  not— the  Spi  -  rit  of  grace,  Long  griev'd  and  ro  • 
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passion  of      Je  -  sus,  thy       God?       A    fountain     is       o-pen'd,  how 
sist-ed.  may  take    its    sad      flight,    And  leave  thee  in    dark-ness    to 
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DELAY  NOT.— Concluded. 
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canst  thou  re  -  fuse    To  wash  and  be  cleans'd  in   Ilis    par  -  don-ing  blood  ? 
fin  -  ish  thy  rac§,    To    sink  in   the  gloom  of      e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  night. 
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COME,  SINNER,  COME. 


'Songs  of  Grace  and  Glory.'' 

Words  and  Music  by  VTm.  F.  Siierwin. 
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To    the  Sav-iour 
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2  Haste,  oh  haste !  make  no  delay ! 

Come,  sinner,  come; 
Christ  can  wash  thy  sins  away, 

Come,  sinner,  come. 
To  that  fountain  full  and  free, 

Come,  sinner,  come. 
Flowing  still  for  tbee,  for  thee! 

Come,  sinner,  come. 


3  Jesus  waits,  He  lingers  still; 

Come,  sinner,  come: 
Only  yield  to  Him  thy  will; 

Come,  sinner,  come. 
Will  you  not  on  Him  believe? 

Come,  sinner,  come; 
Oh  !  do  not  the  Spirit  grieve; 

Come,  sinner,  come. 
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CALL  THE  CHILDREN  EARLY. 


Henry  Tucker. 
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1.  Call  the  chil-dren   ear  -  ly,   mother,  While  the  birds  do  sing, 

2.  Call  the  chil-dren  ear  -  ly,    fa- ther, While  the  dew  is     on"; 
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Oft  re-peat  the  waking  word,       Till  they  rise  to  praise  the    Lord, 
Call  them  round  the  altar  bright,   On  which  burns  devotion's    light, 


Chorus. 
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Oft     re-peat  the  waking  word,  Till  they  rise    to  praise  the  Lord. 
Call  them  round  the  altar  bright,  On  which  burns  devotion's  light. 
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3  Call  the  children  early,  teacher, 

From  the  paths  of  vice; 

Every  Sabbath  day  set  forth, 

The  peari  of  richest  price: 

Call  them  early  to  the  Lord, 

Thou  shalt  reap  a  rich  reward. 

Call  them  early,  etc. 


Call  the  children  early,  shepherd, 
Give  the  lambs  thy  care: 

See  that  they  are  folded  safe 
Within  the  house  of  prayer. 

Call  them  at  the  dawn  of  day, 

Lead  them  in  the  narrow  way. 
Call  them  at  the  dawn,  etc. 


0  BE  SAVED. 
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grace  is  free;    0  be  saved,  He  died  for  thee;  Obc  saved,  He  died  for  thee. 
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2  Jesus  now  is  bending  o'er  thee, 

Jesus  lowly,  meek  and  mild; 
To  the  Friend  who  died  to  save  thee, 
Canst  thou  not  be  reconciled?   Clio. 

3  Art  thou  waiting  till  the  morrow  ? 

Thou  may'st  never  see  its  light ; 
Come  at  once — accept  His  mercy — 
He  is  waiting — come  to-night.  ■  Clio. 

4  With  a  lowly,  contrite  spirit, 

Kneeling  at  the  Saviour's  feet; 
Thou  canst  feel  this  very  moment, 
Pardon— precious,  pure  and  sweet.  Clio 

5  Let  the  angels  bear  the  tidings, 

Upward  to  the  courts  of  heaven ; 
Let  them  sing,  with  holy  rapture, 
O'er  another  soul  forgiven.     Cho. 


22 


ONLY  ONE  WAY. 


Rev.  J.  Parker. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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sal  -  va  -  tion  can    bring.  Then,  counting  but      loss,   The 


world  and  its  dross,  Be-liev-ing  on  Je  -  sus,  Come  kneel  at 
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2  There  is  only  one  name  under  heaven, 

By  which  you  may  ever  attain 
A  hope  to  be  heard  and  forgiven, 
And  brought  to  salvation  again. 
Then,  counting,  etc. 

3  There  is  only  one  kingdom  to  win, 

One  home  with  the  blood-washed  above; 
He'll  help  thee  who  died  for  thy  sin; 
O,  fear  not,  but  trust  in  His  love. 
Then,  counting,  etc. 


ALMOST  PERSUADED. 
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From  "  Sunshine  "  by  permission  of  J.  Church  &  Co. 

Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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go  thy  way,  Some  more  conven-ient  day       On  thee    I'll     call. 
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"Almost  persuaded ''  come,  come  to- 
day; 

"Almost  persuaded,"  turn  not  away. 
Jesus  invites  you  here, 
Angels  are  lingering  near, 
Prayers  rise  from  hearts  so  dear ; 

0  waud'rer  come ! 

'  'Almost  persuaded, "  harvest  is  past 
"Almost  persuaded,"  doom  come; 
at  last ! 

"Almost"  cannot  avail; 

"Almost"  is  but  to  fail ! 

Sad,  sad  that  bitter  wail — 
"Almost,  but  lost!" 
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(Supf!ement,tvriUen  for  this  work  by  W. F.S.J 

1  Still  dost  thou  linger  ?  free  is  the 

grace; 

Jesus  is  waiting,  time  flies  apace ! 

See,  from  His  wounded  side 

Fresh  flows  the  crimson  tide ! 

Oh  !  'twas  for  thee  He  died — 

Lost  one,  for  thee ! 

2  How  can  we  leave  you  ?  once  more 

we  call, 
Hoping  to  save  you,  ere  darkness 

fall ! 
Think  of  eternity  ! 
To  Christ  for  Refuge  flee! 
To-morrow  it  may  be 

Too  late !    too  late  !  I 
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WHY  NOT  TO-NIGHT? 
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Refrain. 


-i         N  ■     fc=±=±= 


-€-f- 


Thou  would'st be  saved — why  not   to-night?  Why  not      to-night? 
Thou  would'st,  etc. 
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why  not 
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to-night?  Thou  would'st  be  saved— why 


to-night  ? 
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3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still, 

And  wilt  thou  not  his  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  once  thy  stubborn  will. 
Thou  would'st  be  saved— why  not 
to-night  ? 

Why  not  to-night?  etc. 
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Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 

Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite ; 
Believe  in  him— the  work  is  done: 
Thou  would'st  be  saved—  why  not 
to-night? 

Why  not  to-night?  etc. 


BLUMENTHAL. 


Blumenthal. 
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1.  Depth  of    raer-cy,  can  there  be      Mer-cy   still  reserved  for     me? 

2.  Kin-died,  His    re- lent-ings  are;      Me,  He  now  delights  to  spare; 
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Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear ?    Me,  the  chief   of     sin-ners, spare? 
Cries,  how  shall   I   give  thee    up  ? — Lets  the    lift  -  ed    thunder  drop. 


I  have  long  withstood  His  grace,  Long  provok'd  him    to  His  face, 
There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ;  Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands ; 
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Would  not  heark-en    to    His  calls,  Grieved  Him  by    a    thousand  falls. 
God    is    love!   I  know,  I     feel;      Je- sus  weeps  and  loves  me  still. 


Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare : 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer; 
He  Himself  invites  thee  near, 
Bids  thee  ask  Him,  waits  to  hear. 
Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  Thy  blood-bought  right  main- 
And  without  a  rival  reign.       [tain, 


While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 
As  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 
Show  me  what  I  have  to  do; 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith, — 
Let  me  die  Thy  people's  death. 


EXPOSTULATION. 


1.    0  turn  ye,  O  turn   ye,  for  why  will    ye  die,  When  God  in  great 


mer  -  cy    is     com  -  ing    so    nigh  ?  Now  Je  -  sus  in-vites  you,  the 
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Spir-  it  says,  Come,  And  an-gels  are  wait-ing  to  welcome  you  home. 


2  How  vain  the  delusion,  that  while  you  delay, 
Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying  away ; 
Come  wretched,  come  starving,  come  just  as  you  be. 
White  streams  of  salvation  are  flowing  so  free. 

3  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to  receive, 
0  how  can  you  question  if  you  will  believe  ? 
If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will  you  not  come  ? 

"lis  you  He  bids  welcome  ;  He  bids  you  come  home. 

4  Come,  give  us  your  hand,  and  the  Saviour  your  heart, 
And  trusting  in  Heaven,  we  never  shall  part; 

O  how  can  we  leave  you  ?  why  will  you  not  come? 
We'll  journey  together,  and  soon  be  at  home. 


BOUNDARY.     C.  M.     Double. 
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1.  There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when,  A  point  we  know  not  where, 
2.  To  pass  that  lim  -  it     is      to    die— To  die     as     if     by    stealth; 
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That  marks  the  des  -  ti  -  ny     of  men,  To  glo  -  ry    or    des 
It    does  not  quench  the  beaming  eye,  Or  pale  the  glow  of 
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The  hid  -  den  bound-a  -  ry    be-tween  God's  patience  and  his  wrath. 

Beyond  which  Godhim-self  hath  sworn,  That  he  who  goes,  is  lost? 


3  How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin  ? 

How  long  will  God  forbear? 
Where  does  hope  end?  and  where  begin 

The  confines  of  despair  ? 
An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent: 

"Ye  that  from  God  depart! 
While  it  is  called  to-day,  repent  1 

And  harden  not  your  heart" 
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WE  ARE  PASSING  AWAY. 
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Harmonized  by  S.  J.  Anderson. 
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,    JTo-  day,    if     you    will  hear  his  voice,  Now    is    the  time     to 
•  J  Say,  will  you  to  Mount  Zi  -  ou    go?    Say  will  you  have    this 


ChrSty°or  Cno^;  \  We  are  Pass"mS  a-waJ'>  We    are   Pass  " in^ 
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We   are  pass-ing     a  -  way   To  the  great  Judgment  day. 

1,1111..  , 
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2  Ye  wandering  souls,  who  find  no  rest 
Say,  will  you  be  forever  blest  ? 
Will  you  be  saved  from  sin  and  hell  ? 
Will  you  with  Christ  in  glory  dwell? 
We  are  passing  away,  etc. 

S  Come  now,  dear  youth,  for  ruin  bound, 
Obey  the  gospel's  joyful  sound: 
Come,  go  with  us,  and  you  shall  prove 
The  joy  of  Christ's  redeeming  love. 
We  are  passing  away,  etc. 

4  Leave  all  your  sports  and  glittering  toys, 
Come,  share  with  us  eternal  joys; 

Or,  must  we  leave  you  bound  to  hell  ? 
Then,  dear  young  friends,  a  long  farewell. 
We  are  passing  away,  etc. 

5  Once  more  we  ask  you,  in  his  name, 
For  yet  his  love  remains  the  same, 
Say,  will  you  to  Mount  Zion  go  ? 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ,  or  no? 

We  are  passing  away,  etc. 


/  NEED  THEE,  OH!  MY  GOD. 
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need  Thee,  oh  !  my    God, 
need  Thy  Spir  -  it,    Lord, 


Tliy    all  -  sus-  tain-ing  power; 
My    com  -  fort  day  by    day, 
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While  at     the  cross  I'm  kneeling    Oh  come  and  bless  me  now. 


3  I  need  the  sheltering  Rock, 

Where,  from  the  noon-tide  heat, 
My  soul  may  rest  awhile 
Beneath  its  calm  retreat.— Cho. 


4  I'm  waiting  at  the  cross; 

My  faith  takes  hold  on  Thee; 
In  grief,  in  joy,  or  pain, 

0  Lord,  abide  with  me. — Cho. 
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THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


COWPEX,  1779. 
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Old  Melody. 


ifcdzts: 


$-: 


1.  There  is      a  foun-tain  fill'd  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins, 
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And  sin-ners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilt-y    stains. 
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And    sin-ners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 
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2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 
Wash'  all,  etc. 

3  Thou  dying  Lamb  !  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  Church  of  God 
Are  saved  to  sin  no  more. 
Are  saved,  etc. 


4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  inv  theme. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 
And  shall,  etc. 

5  When    this    poor   lisping  stamm'ring 

tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave, 
Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
I'll  sing,  etc. 


NOT  HERE  THY  REST. 
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1.  Not  here  thy  rest,not  here  thy  home,  0  wea-ry     child;  Then  why    in 
2.  Come  back.the  Shepherd's  fold  is  nigh;    0  hear  him  call;  And  see!  from 
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sorrow  wilt  thou  roam    This  drear-y     wild  ?  No  beam  of  com-ing  day 
mercy's  lov-ing    eye     The  tear-drops    fall.  Come, seek  thy  Father's  face. 


wm 


To  light  thy  troubled  way— Why  wilt  thou  longer  stay,  By  sin  beguiled  ? 
Thy  Saviour's  dear  embrace;  One  word  of  pard'ning  grace  Forgives  thee  all 
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MY  CRY. 
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1  Jesus,  meek  and  gentle, 

Son  of  God  most  high, 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
Hear  Thy  children's  cry. 

2  Pardon  our  offences, 

Loose  our  captive  chains; 
Break  down  every  idol 
Which  our  soul  detains. 


3  Give  us  holy  freedom, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  love ; 
Draw  us,  Holy  Jesus, 
To  the  realms  above. 

4  Lead  us  on  our  journey, 

Be  Thyself  the  way 
Through  terrestrial  darkness 
To  celestial  day. 


32  ALAS!  AND  DID  MY  SAVIOUR  BLEED? 
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Chorus. 
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D.C.  in  Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus    died  for    you, 
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2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity !   grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

Jesus  died  for  you,  etc. 
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fi  >r  me. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

"While  his  dear  cross  appears, 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

Jesus  died  for  you,  etc. 


3  "Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide,  5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 


And  shut  his  glories  in, 
"When  Christ  the  mighty  Maker  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 
Jesus  died  for  you,  etc. 


The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

Jesus  died  for  vou,  etc. 


THERE'S  ROOM  AND  A  WELCOME.        33 


Fanny  Crosby. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 

1874. 


S-— ST 
1.   0  sinner,  why  stand  on  the  brink  of  despair,   Why  turn  from  the  arms  of  thy 
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He  calls,  He   im-plores  thee  Hismer-cy  to  share;  Leave 


tilt    to-mor-row  the  work  of   te  -  day.  Come  now  to  the  clear 
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fount-ain  so  free;  Thank  God  there  is  room  and  a  welcome  for  thee;    A  wel-come 
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for  thee,  a  welcome  for  thee;  Thank  God  there  is  room  and  a  welcome  for  thee 
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2  Be  warned  of  thy  danger  while  yet  there  is  time; 

The  harvest  is  passing,  the  summer  will  end; 
The  day  of  God's  grace  in  thy  heart  may  decline, 
And  darkness  and  gloom  o'er  thy  pathway  descend. 
Rep.  —Come  now  to  the  clear,  &c. 

3  The  Saviour  entreats  thee,  repent  and  believe; 

Thy  faith  in  His  blood  every  sin  will  remove; 
O  come  and  the  blessing  of  pardon  receive, 

The  pledge  of  His  goodness,  the  gift  of  His  love, 
Ref.  —Come  now  to  the  clear,  &c. 
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1.  Je-sus,    let    thy 
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pity-ing    eye       Call  back  a  wandering  sheep ; 
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False  to  Thee,    like 
d.s.  Turn,  and  look    up  ■ 


Pe  -  ter,      I     Would 
on    me,   Lord !  And 
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fain  like    Pe-ter  weep ! 
break  my  heart  of  stone. 
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Let    me   be  by  grace  restored,  On    me    be  all  long-suffring  shown : 
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2  Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above 

Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love, 

The  humble,  contrite  heart: 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord ! 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  For  thine  own  compassion's  sake, 

The  gracious  wonder  show; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  my  back, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow; 
If  thy  mercies  now  are  stirred, 

If  now  I  do  myself  bemoan, 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


ROSEFIELD.     7s.     6  lines. 
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1.  From  the  cross  up  -  lift  -  ed  high,  Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
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What  me-lo-dious  sounds  we  hear,  Bursting    on    the    ravished  ear ! 
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Love's  re-deeming  work  is    done;  Come  and  welcome,  sin-ner,  come. 
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2  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne, 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan  ? 
On  my  pierced  body  laid, 

Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid; 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kiss  the  Son ; 
Come  and  welcome,  shiner,  come. 

3  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

4  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end: 
Lo,  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend, 
Safe  your  spirit  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

Up  to  my  eternal  home; 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 
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BEGONE,  UNBELIEF. 
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1.  Be-gone,  un-  be  -  lief !  my  Sav-iour    is   near,  And  for  my    re- 


lief    will    sure  -  ly    ap  -  pear;  By  prayer  let  me  wres-tle,    and 
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He  will  per-form;  With  Christ  in  the  ves-sel,   I    smile  at  the  storm. 
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2  Though  dark  be  my  way,  since  He  is  my  Guide, 
Tis  mine  to  obey,  'tis  His  to  provide ; 

Though  cisterns  be  broken,  and  creatures  all  fail, 
The  word  He  has  spoken  shall  surely  prevail. 

3  Determined  to  save,  He  watched  o'er  my  path, 
When,  Satan's  blind  slave,  I  sported  with  death; 
And  can  He  have  taught  me  to  trust  in  His  name, 
And  thus  far  have  brought  me  to  put  me  to  shame? 

4  Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  work  for  my  good, 
The  bitter  is  sweet,  the  medicine,  food  ; 
Though  painful  at  present,  'twill  cease  before  long, 
And  then,  oh  how  pleasant  the  conqueror  song ! 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE.  37 

(Tune,  opposite.) 

1  Though  troubles  assail,  and  dangers  affright, 
Though  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite, 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide, 

The  Scripture  assures  us  the  Lord  will  provide. 

2  No  strength  of  our  own,  no  goodness  we  claim, 

Yet  since  we  have  known  the  Redeemer's  great  name, 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we  hide, — 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  the  Lord  will  provide. 


SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME. 

J.  E.  Gould,  By  per. 
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1.   Je  -  sus,  Saviour,  pi  -  lot   me      0  -  ver  life's  tempestuous  sea; 
d.c.  Chart  and  compass  came  from  Thee :  Je-sus,  Sav-iour,   pi  -  lot  me. 
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Unknown  waves  before  me  roll,     Hidingrock  and  treacherous  shoal ; 
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As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  Thy  will 
When  Thou  say'stto  them  "Be  still." 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 


When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me, 
"  Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee !" 
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MERCY'S  FREE. 
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By    faitli     I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding  Ou    the  tree,  on  the    tree ! 
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He  bids    the  guil  -  ty  now  draw  near,  Repent,  believe,  dis-miss  their  fear ; 

•    r*!     *  ■*-  »    pi 

H»— rP— -I 1 ~rP     P     »-— I r^-— i 'tP' 


PffeK 


^=#= 


-b^-t^- 


fczfc 


-b— faH 


£=!rt 


:£::# 


*^ 


fe£S 


3=7 


^ 


Hark !  hark !  what  precious  words  I  hear,  "Mercy's  free,    mercy's  free  !" 
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None  can  describe  the  bliss  I  prove, 
While  through  this  wilderness  I  rove; 
All  may  enjoy  the  Saviour's  love, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free  ! 
4  Long  as  I  live,  I'll  still  be  crying, 

"  Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free  !" 
And  this  shall  be  my  theme  when  dying, 

"  Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free!" 
And  when  the  vale  of  death  I've  passed, 
When  safe  beyond  the  stormy  blast, 
I'll  sing  while  endless  ages  last, 

"  Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free !" 


\ 

2  Did  Christ,  when  I  was  sin  pursuing, 

Pity  me,  pity  me  ? 
And  did  He  snatch  my  soul  from  ruin  ? 

Can  it  be,  can  it  be  ? 
Oh,  yes,  He  did  salvation  bring; 
He  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
And  now  my  happy  soul  can  sing, 

"  Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free !" 

3  Jesus  my  weary  soul  refreshes, 

Mercy'  free,  mercy's  free  ! 
And  every  moment  Christ  is  precious 
UDto  me,  unto  me. 


JESUS  PAID  IT  ALL. 

From  "Pilgrims'  Hakp." 
1st  time. 
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J.  T.  Gkape. 

!  2d  time. 
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bid    my  fear  de  -  part :   Je  -  sus  paid    it      all ; 
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Sin  had  left     a  crimson  stain:  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 
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2  Thy  tears,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 

Have  wept  my  guilt  away, 
And  turned  this  night  of  mine 
Into  a  bless  e'd  day. 

Jesus  paid  it  all,  etc. 

3  Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 

Can  heal  my  bruised  soul ; 
Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 
The  balm  that  makes  me  whole. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  etc. 


4  Thy  cross,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 

Has  borne  the  awful  load 
Of  sins  that  none  can  bear 
But  the  incarnate  God. 

Jesus  paid  it  all,  etc. 

5  Thy  death,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Has  paid  the  ransom  due; 
Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 
Would  have  been  all  too  few. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  etc. 


6  Thy  righteousness  alone 
Can  clothe  and  beautify; 
I  wrap  it  round  my  soul, 
In  this  I'll  live  and  die. 

Jesus  paid  it  all,  etc. 
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COME  TO  CALVARY. 
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Hastings. 


Arranged  by  R.  Lowry. 
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1.  Come,  O    my   soul,  to    Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Cal  -  va  -  rv, 
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Aud  see  the  Man  who  died  for  thee  Up  -  on  th'  ac-cnrs-ed      tree. 
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2  Behold  the  Saviour's  agony — 
While  groaning  in  Gethsemane, 

Beneath  the  sins  of  men. 

How  can  I  forget  Thee?  etc. 

3  With  purple  robe,  and  thorny  crown, 
And    mocking    soldiers  —  bowing 

down, 
The  Saviour  bears  my  shame. 
How  can  I  forget  Thee  ?  etc. 

4  Behold,    they    shed    His    precious 

blood, 
Oh!  hear  Him  cry,  "My  God,  my 
God, 


Hast  thou  forsaken  Me  ? " 

How  can  I  forget  Thee?  etc. 

Soon  He  who  once  was  scourged 

and  bound, 
Shall     come     again     with    glory 
crowned, 
And  reign  forever  more. 

How  can  I  forget  Thee?  etc. 

Hi3  saints  shall  crown  him  Lord  of 

all; 
Before  Him  every  foe  shall  fall, 
And  every  knee  shall  bow. 

How  can  I  forget  Thee?  etc. 


LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 


41 


T.  E.  Perkins.    By  per. 
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1.  Weary  not,  my  brothei-,  Cheerful  be  thy  song;       Is  thy   burden    heavy, 
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Run  thy  race  with  patience,  Trusting  in  his    word.     Looking  un  -  to    Je-sus, 
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He  has  died  for  thee;  Oh,  glory  be  to     Je-sus, We'll  shout  salvation  free 
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2  Seek  and  thou  shalt  find  Him, 

Still  in  faith  believe; 
Call  and  He  will  hear  thee, 

Ask  Him,  and  receive; 
In  the  darkest  moment — 

In  the  deepest  night, 
He  will  give  thee  comfort, 

He  will  give  thee  light. 

3  Trials  may  befall  thee, 

Thorns  beset  thy  way, 

Never  mind  them,  brother, 

Only  watch  and  pray ; 
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Through  the  vale  of  sorrow 
Once  the  Saviour  trod; 

Run  thy  race  with  patience, 
Pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Labor  on,  my  brother, 

Thou  shalt  reap  at  last, 
Fruits  of  joy  eternal, 

When  thy  work  is  past; 
Crowds  of  shining  angels 

View  thee  from  the  skies; 
Run  thy  race  with  patience, 

Yonder  is  the  prize. 
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TO  THEE  I  COME. 
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Je  -  sus,  to  Thee    I    come !        Je  -  sus,    to  Thee     I    come ! 


2  Jesus,  I  come— I  cannot  stay 
From  Thee  another  precious  clay; 
I  would  this  night  Thy  word  obey- 
Jesus,  to  Thee  I  come ! 


3  Jesus,  I  come — "just  as  I  am," 
To  Thee,  the  holy,  spotless  Lamb; 
Thou  wilt  receive  me  as  I  am — 
Jesus,  to  Thee  I  come ! 


THE  ANSWER. 

1  Thy  sins  I  bore  on  Calvary's  tree; 
The  stripes  thy  due,  were  laid  on  Me 
That  peace  and  pardon  might  be  free; 

0,  guilty  sinner,  come. 

2  Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cros3, 
Count  all  thy  gains  bat  empty  dross; 
My  grace  repays  all  earthly  loss ; 

O,  needy  shiner,  come. 


JESUS  IS  ALL. 
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Rev.  S.  Wolcott,  D.  D. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin,  }y  per. 


To  Him  with  guilt  cou-fest, 
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con-trite  breast,  And  in  His  par-don  rest;     Je  -  sus    is    all! 
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My  life  to  Christ  I  leave, 
And  to  His  cross  I  cleave  ; 

Jesus  is  all ! 
His  grace  my  steps  shall  guide, 
Wisdom  and  strength  provide, 
And  o'er  my  days  preside; 

Jesus  is  all ! 


3  My  all  to  Christ  I  give; 
By  His  dear  cross  I  live ; 

Jesus  is  all ! 
His  righteous  robe  I  wear, 
His  likeness  I  shall  bear, 
His  throne  of  glory  share; 

Jesus  is  all ! 


1  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  loving  zeal— 
The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn, 
The  faint  and  overborne, 
Sin-sick  and  sorrow-worn, 

Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 

2  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  fervent  prayer — 
The  wayward  and  the  lost, 
By  restless  passions  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost, 

From  dark  despair. 


3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  one  accord — 
With  us  the  work  to  share, 
With  us  reproach  to  dare, 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear, 

For  Christ  our  Lord. 

4  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  joyful  song — 
The  new-born  souls,  whose  days, 
Reclaimed  from  error's  ways, 
Inspired  with  hope  and  praise, 

To  Christ  belong:. 
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JESUS  IS  MINE. 


From  "  Songs  of  Salvation."    By  per. 
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T.  E.  PERKrNS. 
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is  mine  !  Break  ev  -  ery 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul 
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Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Dark  is  the  wild  -  er-ness, 
Je  -  sus  is  mine !  Per  -  ishing  things  of  clay, 
Je  -  sus  is  mine!  "Welcome,  0  loved  and  blessed, 
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Earth  hath  no  resting  place,  Je-sus  a-lone  can  bless,  Je  -  sus  is  mine ! 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  away,  Je  -  sus  is  mine ! 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my  Saviours  breast,  Jesus  is  mine ! 
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Now  I  have  found  a  friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease, 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 

When  death  is  sent  to  me, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Welcome  eternity; 

Jesus  is  mine ! 


He  my  redemption  is, 
Wisdom  and  righteousness, 
Life,  light  and  "holiness, 
Jesus  is  mine ! 

3  Father,  Thy  name  I  bless, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Thine  was  the  sovereign  grace, 

Praise  shall  be  Thine ! 
Spirit  of  holiness, 
Sealing  the  Father's  grace, 
Thou  inad"st  my  soul  embrace 

Jesus  as  mine. 


TRUSTING. 
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1.  I    am  com-ing    to    the  cross;     I  am  poor,  and  weak, and  blind; 
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I     am  counting  all    but  dross;     I  shall  Thy  sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
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Hum-bly     at  Thy  cross   I     bow :  Save  me,  Je  -  sus,  save  me  now. 


2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee : 

Long  has  evil  reigned  within  ; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 
I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  Thee — 

Friends,  and  time  and  earthly  store 


Soul  and  body  thine  to  be — 
Wholly  thine — forever  more. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 

4  In  the  promises  I  trust; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust; 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 


1  Prince  of  peace,  control  my  will; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease — 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  Thy  blood 
Open'd  wide  the  gates  of  God : 
Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be, 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  Thee. 

3  May  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done; 
May  Thy  will  and  miue  be  one; 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart ; 
Now  Thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  Saviour !  at  Thy  feet  I  fall; 
Thou  my  life,  my  God,  my  all ! 
Let  Thy  happy  servant  be 
One  for  evermore  with  Thee. 
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LEBANON.     S.  M. 
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J.  Zundel.    By  per. 
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1.  I    was  a  wandering  sheep,  I     did  not  love  the      fold:  I 
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2  The  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  his  child  ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O  er  deserts  waste  and  wild  : 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love. 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus,  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood 
'Twas  he  that  made  me  whole  : 


'Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 
'Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold- 

'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 
4  No  more  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  love  to  be  controlled  ; 
I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold  : 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam  ; 
I  love  my  heavenly  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  his  home. 
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Hark!  hark!  to  God  the  cho-rus  breaks,  From  ev  - 'ry    host,  from  ev-'ry  gem; 
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But     one  a-lone  the  Saviour  speaks— It    is   the   Star    of     Beth-le-hem! 
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2  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode, 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark, 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 

The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze :  [bark. 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose— 

It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem! 


It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all; 

It  bade  my  dark  forbodings  cease; 
And,  thro'  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall, 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Now,  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 

I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
Forever,  and  forever  more, 

The  Star— the  Star  of  Bethlehem! 


48 


CHRIST  FOR  ME. 


From  "  Little  Sunbeam.'' 


W.  H.  Doane.    By  per. 
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1.  "My  Leart    is  fixed,  E  -  ter- ual  God,  Fixed  on  thee ;  fixed   on 
2.  Let    oth  -  ers  boast  of  heaps  of  gold,  Christ  for  me  ;  Christ  for 
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He     is   my  Prophet, Priest, andKing,  Who  did  for  me  sal  -  va-tion 
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decay  :  Christ  for  me  ;  Christ  for       me  ! 


And  while      I  breathe  I   mean 
My       por  -  tion    nev  -  er    can 
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3  In  pining  sickness  or  in  health, 
Christ  for  me  ;  Christ  for  me  ! 
In  deepest  poverty  or  wealth, 

Christ  for  me ;  Christ  for  me ! 
And  in  that  all  important  day, 
When  I  the  summons  must  obey, 
And  pass  from  this  dark  world  away, 
Christ  for  me  ;  Christ  for  me ! 


4  At  home,  abroad,  by  night  and  day, 

Christ  for  me  ;    Christ  for  me  ! 

Whether  I  preach,  or  sing,  or  pray, 

Christ  for  me  ;    Christ  for  me  ! 
Him  first  and  last,  Him  all  day  long, 
My  hope,  my  solace,  and  my  song. 
Convince  me  if  you  think  I'm  wrong — 
Christ  for  me ;    Christ  for  me  ! 


ONLY,  ONLY  THEE. 
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1.  Blessed  Saviour !  Thee  I    love,  All    my  oth-er  joys    a-bove; 
d.  c.   Ev  -  er   let    my   glo  -  ry    be,    On  -  ly,  on  -  ly,    on  -  ly  Thee. 


All  my  hopes  in  Thee 


a  -bide,  Thou  my  hope,  and  naught  be-side: 
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Blessed  Saviour !  thine  am  I, 
Thine  to  live  and  thine  to  die; 
Height  or  depth,  or  earthly  power 
Ne'er  shall  hide  my  Saviour  more: 
Ever  shall  my  glory  be 
Only,  only,  only  Thee ! 


\ 

2  Once  again  beside  the  cross, 
All  my  gain  I  count  but  loss  ; 
Earthly  pleasures  fade  away, — 
Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day. 
Hence,  vain  shadows !  let  me  see 
Jesus  crucified  for  me. 


1  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground, 

Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy, 
Still  in  Thee  may  I  be  found, 

Still  for  Thee  my  powers  employ; 
Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace, 

Freely  from  Thy  fulness  give ; 
Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 

May  I  prove  it  "Christ  to  live." 

2  "When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 

Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 
Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  more 

Part  from  Thee  my  ravished  soul; 
Thus,  Oh !   thus,  an  entrance  give 

To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ;  ' 
Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live," 

Let  me  find  it  "gain  to  die." 

3  Gain,  to  part  from  all  my  grief ; 

Gain,  to  bid  my  sins  farewell ; 
Gain,  of  all  my  gains  the  chief, 

Ever  with  theLord  to  dwell : 
This  Thy  people's  portion,  Lord; 

Peace  on  earth  and  bliss  on  high ; 
This  their  ever  sure  reward, 

"Christ  to  live,  and  gain  to  die." 
*  Kepeat  first  two  strains  of  tune. 


50        SAVIOUR,  WHO  DIED  FOR  ME. 


Miss  M.  J.  Mason. 


Wm.  T.  Sheewin,  by  per. 
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1.  Saviour,  who  died  forme,     I    give  myself    to  Thee;  Thy  love,  so 


full — so  free,  Claims  all  my  powers;    Be  this  my    pur  -  pose  high, 
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To  serve  Thee  till  I  die,  Whether  my  path  shall  lie  'Mid  thorns  or  flow'rs. 
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2  May  it  be  joy  for  me 
To  follow  only  Thee;— 
Thy  faithful  servant  be, 

Thine  to  the  end. 
For  Thee,  I'll  do  and  dare; 
For  Thee  the  cross  I'll  bear; 
To  Thee  direct  my  prayer, 

On  Thee  depend. 


3  Saviour,  with  me  abide; 
Be  ever  near  my  side, 
Support,  defend  and  guide ; 

I  look  to  Thee. 
I  lay  my  hand  in  Thine, 
And  fleeting  joys  resign, 
If  I  may  call  Thee  mine 

Eternally. 


DOXOLOGY. 
Tune,  Portuguese  Hymn. 
O  Father  Almighty,  to  Thee  be  addrest, 
With  Christ  and  the  Spirit,  one  God  ever  blest, 
All  glory  and  worship,  from  earth  and  from  heaven, 
As  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given. 


MERIBAH. 
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1.  When  Thou, my  righteous  Judge,shalt  come,To  take  Thy  ransom'd  people  home, 
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Who  sometimes  am    a-fraid     to     die,      Be  found  at  Thy  right     hand  ? 
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2  I  love  to  meet  Thy  people  now. 
Before  Thy  feet  with  them  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all : 
But — can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought? — 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  Thou  for  them  shalt  call  ? 

3  O  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace  ; 
Be  Thou  my  only  hiding-place, 

In  this,  th'  accepted  day  ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  oh"  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear, 

Nor  let  me  fall ,  I  pray. 

4  Let  me  among  Thy  saints  be  found, 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall 

sound, 
To  see  Thy  smiling  face  ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing. 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions 
ring 
With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 


Lo !   on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  I  stand, 

Secure  !   insensible ! 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space, 
Removes  me  to  that  heavenly  place, 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 

O  God  !   my  inmost  soul  convert, 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteousness. 

Be  this  my  one  great  business  here, — 
With  holy  trembling,  holy  fear, 

To  make  my  calling  sure  ! 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfill, 
And  suffer  all  Thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure  ! 

C.  Weslkt. 


52 


CLOSE  TO  THEE. 


Fanny  Ckosbt. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  Thou  my  ev  -  er-last-ing  portion,  More  than  friend  or    life    to     me, 
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All     a-long  my  pil  -  grim  journey,  Sa-viour,  let    me  walk  with  Thee 
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Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee;   All    a 
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long  my  pil-grim  jour-ney,     Sa-viour,    let    me  walk  with    Thee. 
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2  Not  for  ease  or  worldly  pleasure, 
Nor  for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be; 
Gladly  will  I  toil  and  suffer, 
Only  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Close  to  Thee,  etc. 
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3  Lead  me  through  the  vale  of  sha- 
dows, 
Lead  me  o'er  life's  fitful  sea; 
Then  the  gate  of  life  eternal, 
May  I  enter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 
Close  to  Thee,  etc. 


CLINGING  CLOSE. 
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Rev.  S.  WOLCOTT,  D.  D. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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Trust-ing  in    Thy  sym-pa-thy,     Clinging  close  to  Thee    a -lone. 
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Clinging  close,        clinging  close,         CUnging  close  to  Thee  a-lone. 
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clinging  close, 
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clinging  close, 


2  Gracious  Master,  only  Thee 

Would  my  willing  spirit  serve, 
Working  with  fidelity, 
Pressing  on  with  dauntless  nerve. 
Clinging  close,  etc. 

3  Blest  Immanuel,  only  Thee 

Would  my  longing  spirit  claim, 
Yearning  for  Thy  purity, 
Glowing  with   love's  quenchless 
flame. 

Clinging  close,  etc. 

4  Lord  of  glory,  only  Thee 

Would  my  loving  spirit  praise, 
Offering  grateful  melody, 
Waking  glad  immortal  lays. 
Clinging  close,  etc. 


1  Jesus,  grant  me  this,  I  pray, 
Ever  in  Thy  heart  to  stay ; 
Let  me  evermore  abide 
Hidden  in  Thy  wounded  side. 

Clinging  close,  etc. 

2  If  the  evil  one  prepare— 

Or  the  world — a  tempting  snare, 
I  am  safe,  when  I  abide 
In  Thy  heart  and  wounded  side. 
Clinging  close,  etc. 

3  Death  will  come  one  day  to  me; 
Jesus,  cast  me  not  from  Thee; 
Dying,  let  me  still  abide 

In  Thy  heart  and  wounded  side. 
Clinging  close,  etc. 
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NEARER,  0  LAMB  OF  GOD. 


Fanny  Crosby. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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living  Head  Grant  we  may  be.     Nearer  thy  wounded  side,  Thou  who  hast 


bled  and  died ;   0  may   our  faith 


a  -  bide  Near-er     to      thee. 


"While  at  Thy  sacred  feet 

Humbly  we  kneel, 
Thy  soul-reviving  grace 

Lord  may  we  feel; 
Now  let  Thy  spirit  move 
Till,  from  Thy  throne  above, 
Our  hearts  shall  burn  with  love, 

Saviour,  to  Thee. 


Sealed  with  Thy  precious  blood- 

Our  pardon  free — 
Draw.us  from  day  to  day 

Nearer  to  Thee. 
Help  us  Thy  cross  to  bear, 
Guard  us  from  every  snare ; 
This  be  our  constant  pray'r, 

Nearer  to  thee. 


Chastened  beneath  Thy  rod 
Though  we  may  be, 

0  may  it  bring  us,  Lord, 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

Dearest  of  Friends  Thou  art; 

Nearer  Thy  loving  heart, 

Call  us  from  earth  apart, 
Nearer  to  Thee. 


JESUS  SAVES  ME  ALL  THE  TLME.      55 


Jas.  Nicholson. 


J.  A.  Duncan.    By  per. 


1.  Je  -  sus  saves  me    ev'-ry     day,     Je-sus  saves  me    ev'-ry    night; 
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Je  -  sus  saves,  0   bliss  sub-lime—  Je-sus  saves  me    all    the     time. 


2  Jesus  saves  when  I  repine, 

Jesus  saves  when  I  rejoice; 
Jesus  saves  when  hopes  decline — 
Faith  can  always  hear  His  voice. 
Jesus  saves,  etc. 

3  Jesus  saves  me,  He  is  mine ; 

Jesus  saves  me,  I  am  His; 
Jesus  saves  while  I  recline 
On  His  precious  promises. 
Jesus  saves,  etc. 

4  Jesus  saves,  He  saves  from  sin, 

Jesus  saves,  I  feel  Him  nigh ; 
Jesus  saves,  He  dwells  within. 
Gladly  do  I  testify. 

Jesus  saves,  etc. 


Second  Hymn. 

1  'Tis  my  happiness  below, 

Not  to  live  without  the  cross, 
But  the  Saviour's,  power  to  know, 
Sanctifiying  every  loss. 

Jesus  saves,  etc. 

2  Trials  must  and  will  befall; 

But  with  humble  faith  to  see 
Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 
Jesus  saves,  etc. 

3  Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer; 
Trials  bring  me  to  His  feet, 
Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 
Jesus  saves,  etc. 
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I  FEEL  SO  HAPPY. 


A 


Wm.  H.  Class. 


Wm.  P.  Sherwin. 
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1.  When  I  trust  in    the    Sav-iour  and 

2.  "When  I  take  up    my  Cross  and  the 


on   Him  be-lieve,  What   a 
Sav-iour    proclaim,   0,  what 


glorious  blessing  1113-  heart  doth  receive 
joy  I  receive  and  what  peace  I  obtain ;  How 


Every  doubt  is  removed  and  I've 
it  strengthens  my  hope,  while  by 

P—P—P—P-     P    P 


noth-in 
faith    I 


to  fear, 
can  hear 


Oh !  how  hap-py  I  feel  when  my  Je-sus  is  near. 
The  sweet  Spirit  assure   me  that  Je-sus  is  near. 
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I  feel  so  happy,  I  feel  so  happy,  I  feel  so  happy  when  Jesus  is  near 
so  happy,  so  happy,     s 


E 


1 


p    1/  £    1/  / 

3  What  a  comfort,  to  know  that  my  Father  will  give 
Whatsoe'er  I  may  ask,  if  in  faith  I  believe  ; 

How  it  soothes  every  sorrow  and  dries  every  tear, 
When  I  feel  iu  my  heart  that  my  Jesus  is  near.     Clio. 

4  When  in  prayer  I  commune  with  the  Lord  every  day, 
When  I  keep'  His  commandments,  His  precepts  obey, 
Not  a  cloud  intervenes,  but  my  sky  is  all  clear. 

And  'tis  then  I  am  certain  that  Jesus  is  near.     Clio. 


IT  IS  BETTER  FARTHER  ON. 
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J       With  feeling. 


Wa.  W.  Bentley.  By  per. 
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1.  Hope  is  sing  -  ing,  sing  -  ing  sweet  -  ly,  Soft  -  ly     in      an    un  -  der  -  tone, 

2.  Night  and  day    it      sing  -  eth  sweet  -  ly,  Sing  -  eth  while    I     sit     a- lone; 

3.  Far  - 1 her  on,     0!    how  much  far-ther?  Count  the  mile-stones  one  by    one? 


Sing -ing  as     if  God  had  taught  it,    "It  is    bet-ter  far- ther  on,"  Singing 

Sing  -  eth  so  the  heart  may  hear  it,    "  It  is    bet  -  ter  far  -  ther  on,"  Singeth 

No  I  no  counting,  on  -  ly  trust-ing,  "  It  is    bet  -  ter  far  -  ther  on,"  No!  no 
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as      if     God    had  taught  it,  "  It 

so     the  heart  may  hear    it,  "It 

count-ing,    on  -    ly     trust-ing,  "It 
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It     is    bet  -  ter     far  -  ther    on,     It     is    bet  -  ter  far  -  ther  on,  Sweetly 


whispers  Hope, "  It's  better  farther  on,"  Then  with  Jesus  and  the  blest  We  shall 


ev  -  er     be  •  at  rest,  We   shall  ev  -  er    be     at     rest    farther     on. 
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1.  I  heard  the  voice  of  Je-sus  sajr, "  Come  un-to  me    and     rest; 


Lay 
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down,thou  wea-ry  one,lay  down  Thy  head  up  -  on  my    breast." 
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I  was,   Wea-ry,  and  worn,  and  sad; 
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I  found  in  Him  a  rest-ing  place,  And    He  has  made  me 

I        ^      ! 


2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

1 '  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re- 

And  now  I  live  in  Him.     [vived, 


3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"I  am  this  dark  world's  Light; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  Light  of  life  I'll  walk 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 


HOW  I  LOVE  JESUS. 
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Newton. 


1.  Amazing  grace !  bow  sweet  the  sound  That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ! 
Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear,  And  grace  my  fears  re  -  liev'd ; 
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I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found — Was  blind, but  now  I       see. 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear,    The  hour  I    first    be  -  lieved ! 
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Oh,  how    I    love  Je-sus; 

Oh,  how   I    love 
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Oh,  how 


^ifei? 


love    Je  -  sus,  Be  -  cause  He  first 
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3  Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come; 
'Tis  grace  hath  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home.     Cho. 

4  Yes — when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  vail, 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace.     Cho. 
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JESUS  LOVES  EVEN  ME. 


Words  ana  Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss,  by  per. 
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2  Though  I  forget  Him  and  wander  away, 
Kindly  He  follows  wherever  I  stray ; 
Back  to  His  dear  loving  arms  would  I  flee, 
When  I  remember  that  Jesus  loves  me.    Cho. 

3  Oh,  if  there's  only  one  song  I  can  sing, 
When  in  his  beauty  I  see  the  great  King, 
This  shall  my  song  in  eternity  be, 

Oh,  what  a  wonder  that  Jesus  loves  me.    Clio. 


ART  THOU  LOST? 
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Impressively. 


Words  ana  Music  by  Wu.  F.  Sherwin.    1874. 
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1.  Art  thou  lost,  lost,  lost!  Wandering  one,  wailing  a  -  lone?  In  the 

2.  0!be-lieve    on  Him,  Sorrowing  one,  fainting  a  -  lone;  To  the 

3.  0  be  saved,  saved,  saved!  Perishing  one,  trembling  a  -  lone;  In  thy 
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dark,  dark  past,  Beameth  no  light  for  thee  ?  Lo !  a  strong  hand  thro'  the 
Cross  Oh  !  cling,  Trusting  His  sim-ple     word.      On-ly    believe  He  is 
Fa-ther's  house  Man -y  wait  thy  re  -  turn.     Rise,  like  the  prodi-gal, 
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darkness  doth  move :  Lo!  a  sweet  voice  bears  this  message  of  love!  '-I  the  blest 

a  -  ble  to  do    All  that  you  ask,    or     is  need-ed  by  you ;  Jesus    is 
haste  to  thy  home !  Flee  from  the  shadows  of  gathering  gloom !  Angels  now 
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Jesus.came  down  from  a-  bove,  To  seek  and   to  save  the     lost.'" 
ready  your  soul    to     re-new;  Then  just  as    you  are,     0     come! 
waiting  will  help  thee  to  come,  And  heaven  shall  ring  with    joy ! 
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SING  OF  HIS  LOVE. 


Rev.  F.  Bottome 
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Let  us  sin"'    of    the    Lamb  that  was  slain,  Of    the    love  that  can 
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SING  OF  HIS  LOVE.— Concluded. 
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2  There  is  cleansing  and  healing  for  all 
Who   are   washed  in  the  life-giving 
flood;  » 

There  is  life  everlasting  and  joy 
At  the  right  hand  of  God,  through  the 
blood.  We  shall  sing,  etc. 


3  Even  now  while  we  taste  of  His  love, 
We  are  filled  with  delight  at  His  name, 
But  what  will  it  be  when  above, 
We  shall  join  in  the  song  of  the  Lamb. 
We  shall  sing,  etc. 


Eliza  Ann  Walker.    1864 
(Sliyhtly  altered.) 


r  FOR  THEE. 

Wm.  P.  Sherwin.    1S13, 


Precious  Saviour,  may  I  live    On-ly   for    Thee ;  Use    the  ta  -  leuts 


Thou  dost  give,    On-ly     for  Thee;      Be    my  Spir-it's  deep    de-sire 


JL 


-&— 


J2-'  .&- 


f  I  &tS 


tg  ■*  ^ 


■+-19-. 


1 — i — r 


J&        '#    igZ 


y\)       !'i    i 

K  ' 

l,i! 

i     .     n-. 

W=^W 

-44* 

-^ — J— <S 1— 

vi*iL 

~ ^Jj 

On-ly  for 

—&n-& — 

Thee;  IV 

aymypow'rsol 

rS — ' — ~     r 

a.     m    ^  . 

i 
mind  aspire 

r<g \— gH 1 

On-ly  for 

Thee  ! 
ngag — n 

^M     1 

-fsr^ 

r  ct.-i. 

I    t  pu 

k-j^-ftF 

\ 

1        I 

1 

i       i        ! 

2  In  my  joys  may  I  rejoice 

Only  for  Thee; 
In  mv  choosing  make  my  choice 

Only  for  Thee; 
Meekly  may  I  sutler  grief 

Only  for  Thee; 
Gratefully  accept  relief 

Only  for  Thee ! 


3  Be  my  smiles  and  be  my  tears 

Only  for  Thee; 
Be  my  young  and  riper  years 

Only  for  Thee; 
Be  my  song  till  latest  breath 

Only  for  Thee; 
Be  my  glory  after  death. 

Only  for  Thee  I 
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THE  GATE  OF  PEARL. 


F.  C. 
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S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  There  is 

2.  There  is 


a  Gate    of  shin  -  ing  pearl,  Be-yond  the    si-lent   ri  -  ver, 
a  land  whose  ra-diant  sky  With  constant  light  is  glow-inj 
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And    hap-py  souls  who  enter  there,  Shall  dwell  with  Christ  for-ev  -  er. 
And     all    along      its  verdant  shore, The  tide    of    joy     is  flow-ing. 
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for  me, 


for  me, 


To  every  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
The  prospect,  O  how  cheering; 

There  is  a  crown  laid  up  for  those 
Who  wait  our  Lord's  appearing. 

Amazing  love  !    0  can  it  be 

There  is  a  crown  laid  up  for  me  ? 
For  me,  for  me  ? 

A  crown  laid  up  for  me  ? 


The  blood  of  Him  who  died  for  all — 
0  wondrous,  wondrous  story ! 

His  blood  that  cleanseth  every  sin, 
Secures  that  land  of  glory. 

Amazing  love  !  0  can  it  be 

His  blood  secures  that  land  forme? 
For  me,  for  me  ? 

Secures  that  land  for  me  ? 


SAVE,  0  JESUS  SAVE! 
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Arranged  from  a  Melody  by  S.  C.  Foster. 
By  permission  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 
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1.  When  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul  Lies  bleeding  and  un  -  bound, 
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One  on  -  ly  hand,  a    pierced  hand,  Can  heal  the  sinner's  wound. 
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Chorus. 
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Save,  save,   0      Je-sus  save !  Hear  a  poor  sin-ner  while  cr3'-ing; 
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Save,  save,  0     Je  -  sus  save  !  Res-cue    a    sin  -  ner  from  dy-ing. 
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2  Wlien  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 
And  tears  of  anguish  flow, 
One  only  heart,  a~broken  heart, 
Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. — Cho. 
S  When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 
Over  some  foul,  dark  spot, 
One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood, 
Can  wash  away  the  blot. — Cho. 


v     >     •  .  v   M    V  ■ 

4  'Tis  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white; 

His  hand  that  brings  relief;   [joys, 
His  heart  that's  touched  with  all  our 
And  feeleth  for  our  grief. — Cho. 

5  Lift  up  Thy  bleeding  hand,  0  Lord; 

Unseal  that  cleansing  tide ; 
We  have  no  shelter  for  our  sin 
But  in  Thy  wounded  side.--C%o. 


66    THE  BLOOD!   THE  PRECIOUS  BLOOD. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Re^.  J.  H.  Stockton.    By  per. 
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1.  The  cross!  the  cross',  the  blood-stained  cross!  The  hallow'd  cross  I    see! 
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Re  -  mind  -  ing  me     of     pre-cious  blood  That  once  was  shed  for     me. 
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2  The  cross!    the  cross!  the  heavy 

cross, 
The  Saviour  bore  for  me, 
Which  bowed  him  to  the  earth  with 

grief, 
On  sad  Mount  Calvary.     Cho. 

3  How  light !  how  light!  this  precious 

cross, 
Presented  to  my  view : 
And  while,  with  care,  I  take  it  up, 
Behold  the  crown  my  due.     Cho. 


The  crown !  the  crown !  the  glorious 
crown ! 

The  crown  of  victory ! 
The  crown  of  life  !  it  shall  be  mine 

When  Jesus  I  shall  see.     Cho. 

My  tears,  unbidden,  seem  to  flow 
For  love,  unbounded  love, 

Which  guides  me  through  this  world 
of  woe, 
And  points  to  joys  above.     Clio. 


THE  CLEANSING  WAVE. 
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Mrs.  Ph(ebe  Palmer. 
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Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp.    By  per. 
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1.  Oh,  now    I    see    the   crimson  wave,  The  fountain  deep  and  wide ; 

2.  I      see    the    new  ere  -  a-  tion  rise,       I  hear    the  speaking  blood ; 
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Je  -  bus,  my  Lord,  mighty      to  save, 
It  speaks  !  pol  -  lut  -  ed      na-ture  dies  !  £ 
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The  crimson  stream,  I   see,    I   see  !       I  plunge,  and  oh,  it  cleanseth  me. 
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Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me !  It  cleanseth  me, yes,  cleanseth  me  ! 
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3  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 
Above  the  world  and  sin, 
With  heart  made  pure,   and  gar- 
ments white, 
And  Christ  enthroned  within.  Clio. 


£  Amazing  grace  !  'tis  heaven  below 
To  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified.     Cho. 
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THE  MERCY  SEAT. 


Hugh  Stowell. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  From    ev'ry  stormy  wind  that  blows,  From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 


There    is    a  calm,  a    sure  retreat; 'Tis  found  before  the  mer-cy-seat. 


The  mer-cy-seat !  the  mer-cy-seat !  0  blessed  rest,  communion  sweet ; 
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For  there  by  faith  our  Lord  we  meet,  While  shelter'd  'neath  the  mercy-seat. 
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2  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with 

friend; 
Tho'  sundered  far, by  faith  they  meet. 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

Ref. 


3  There,  there  on  eagle's   wings  we 
soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more, 
While  heaven  comes  down  our  soul3 

to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

Bef- 


THE  GUIDING  HAND. 
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v.c. 


S.  J.  Vail. 


1.  Thro'  each  perplexing  care  and  strife  That  marks  the  checkered  path  of  life, 
2.       Tho'    tri-aJs  great  be-fore  me  rise,  Tho'  clouds  of  sorrow  veil  nry  skies, 
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My  Saviour's  guiding  hand  I  see,  And  know  that  still  Ke   leadeth  me. 
Unmoved  the  coming  storm  I  see,  For  God,  mySav-iour,  leadeth  me. 


He    lead-eth  me,  He  lead-eth  me,  Let  this  my  theme  of    rapture  be! 
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He    leadeth  me,  He  lead-eth  me,  My  Saviour's  guiding  hand  I    see. 
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3  He  leadeth  me,  0  joy  divine ! 
The  glory  His,  the  cross  be  mine, 
Since  He  who  suffered  on  the  tree, 
In  tender  mercy  leadeth  me.      Jtef. 


4  With  Him  my  soul's  eternal  guide, 
What  can  I  wish  or  want  beside  ? 
In  life  or  death  my  song  shall  be, 
My  loving  Saviour  leadeth  me !  Ref. 
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NEVER  CEASE  TO  PRAY. 


Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


h±. 


Wn.  F.  Sherwin.     1874. 
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1.  Whether  joys  possess  the  soul,  Or  the  clouds  of  sor-row      roll,  Whether 
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blooming  flow'rs  or  thorns  are  in  our  way ;  When  the  morning  brings  her  light,Or  be- 
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neath  the  solemn  night,  Let  us    nev-er,  nev-er,  nev  -  er  cease  to        pray. 


NEVER  CEASE  TO  PR  AY. —Concluded.     71 


yours  and  wi.l  be 


mine,      If  we     nev-er,  nev-er,  nev  ■ 


er  cease  to     pray. 


2  "We  may  lift  our  hearts  in  prayer 
Up  to  Jesus  anywhere; 

At  all  times  and  in  all  places  He  is  near; 

See !   His  arms  are  open  wide ; 

Let  us  in  His  bosom  hide : 
He  will  shield  us  there  from  sorrow,  doubt  and  fear     Cho. 

3  Oh !   the  Saviour  knows  our  needs, 
And  He  daily  intercedes 

With  His  Father,  that  our  sins  may  be  forgiven; 

Then  we'll  trust  Him  for  His  grace, 

While  in  prayer  we  seek  His  face, 
Who  has  said  that  we  through  Him  may  enter  heaven.     Cho. 


STOCKWELL. 


D.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  He  that    goeth  forth  with  weeping,    Bear-ing  precious  seed  in 
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love, 
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2  Soft  descend  the  dews  of  Heaven, 

Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine; 
Precious  fruits  will  thus  be  given, 
Through  an  influence  all  divine. 

3  Sow  thy  seed,  be  never  weary, 

Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy; 


Be  the  prospect  ne'er  so  dreary, 
Thou  shalt  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 
4  Lo,  the  scene  of  verdure  brightening! 
See  the  rising  grain  appear; 
Look  again!  the  fields  are  whitening, 
For  the  harvest  time  is  near. 
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SCATTERED  DIAMONDS. 


Mrs.  Lydia  Baxter. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Brother, there  are  precious  treasures,  Diamonds  scattered  everywhere; 
2.  Bring  them  to  the  light,  and  test  them  With  the  power  of  Gos-pellove; 
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In  the  by-ways  you  may  find  them,  Buried  deep  perhaps,  but  there. 
Pol-ish  well,  and  kind-ly     set  them  For  the  Master's  brow    a-bove. 
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Seek  them,  brother,  seek  them,  brother!  Bring  them  to  the  Lord  in  pi-ayer; 
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Precious  jewels, 
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Let  them  sparkle 

ev-erywhere. 
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3  Out  of  darkness  bring  these  trea- 
sures, 
Jewels  of  immortal  worth 
Sparkling  with  celestial  splendor, 
Let  them  flash  o'er  all  the  earth. 
Seek  them,  brother,  etc. 


4  Then  beyond,  on  hills  eternal, 
May  their  radiance  all  divine, 
In  the  Saviour's  crown  supernal, 
Ever  and  forever  shine. 

Seek  them,  brother,  etc. 


JESUS,  I  MY  CROSS  HAVE  TAKEN.      73 


Henry  F.  Lyte.    1825 


1.  Je  -  sus,  I   my  cross  have  tak-en,  All      to  leave  and  follow  Thee; 
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Nak-ed, poor  despised,  for  -  sak-en, Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shall  be: 
d.  s.  Yet  how  rich  is   my     con  -  di-tion!  God  and  heaven  are  still  mv  own. 
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Per  -  ish    ev-ery  fond    am  -  bi-tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known; 

,  .s  r. 


m?- 


P   '  W     f 


-<s : 


\ 


2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue; 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn 
me; 

Show  Thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me,    • 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 


Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me 
While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me, 

Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  \inmixed  with  Thee. 

4  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care, 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days: 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


74        "Jesus,  my  all,  to  Heaven  is  gone." 

John  Cennick.    1743.  Rev.  Geo.  Coles. 
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l.  Je  -  sus,  my  all,  to  heav'n  is  gone,  He  whom  I    fix  my  hopes  up-on: 
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His     track    I    see,  and  I'll  pur- sue  The 
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The   way  the   ho  -  ly  prophets  went,  The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
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The  King's  highway  of   ho  -  li-ness.  I'll  go,  for      all   his    paths  are  peace. 
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2  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  mourn'd  because  1  found  it  not; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 
The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, — 
Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way. 


3  Lo!  glad  I  come;  and  Thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee,  as  I  am: 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give,— 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 
Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round, 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found; 
I'll  point  to  Thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,— Behold  tbe  way  to  God. 


THE  ROCK  THAT  IS  HIGHER. 
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E.  Johnson. 


Pplipp 


W.  G.  Fischer,  6y  per. 


1.    O  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep,  And  rough  seems  the  path  to  the  goal, 


And  sorrows  sometimes  how  they  sweep  Like  tempests  down  o-ver  the  soul. 
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O,  then,  to  the  Rock  let     me     fly,  let    me  fly,    To  the  Rock  that  is 
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O,    then      to     the  Rock  let     me 
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let    me     fly,    To     the  Rock  that    is     high  -  er   than    I. 
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O,  sometimes  how  long  seems  the  day, 
And  sometimes  how  weary  my  feet; 
But  toiling  in  life's  dusty  way, 
The  Rock's  blessed  shadow  how  sweet! 
O.  then,  to  the  Rock,  let  me  fly, 
To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


0,  near  to  the  Rock  let  me  Keep, 
If  blessings,  or  sorrows  prevail; 
Or  climbing  the  mountain  way  steep, 
Or  walking  the  shadowy  vale. 
Then,  quick  to  the  Rock  I  can  fly, 
To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 
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WAITING  FOR  ME. 


T.  0.  O'Kane.    By  per. 
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(There  are  dear  ones  at  home  I  may  bless  with  my  love,  There  are  wretched  ones 
•  [        There  are  friendless  and  suffering  strangers  around, There  are  tempted  and 
,    <       There  are  old  and  for-sak-en,  who  ling-er     a-while  In  the  homes  which  the 
'■  \  And  an  ac-tion    of  love,  or    a     few  gentle  words  Might  cheer  the    sad 
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dspir°^r  bereft : }  But  the  reaPer    is  near  to  the  long-standing  corn,  The 
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land  of   the  good  I  shall     see;      Will  an  -  y     ol  them  at  the  beau-ti  -  ful 
wea  -  ry  shall  soon  be  set      free;      Will  an  -  y     of  them  at  the  beau-ti  -  ful 


^mm^mm 


N     N 


1 


gate  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me?  Be  wait    -    -    -     ing  and  watching  for 
gate  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me  ?  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me,      for 
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me,  Yes,  wait    -    -    -    .     ing    and  watching  for     me.   May  man-y  of 
me,  Yes,  waiting  and  watching  for  m<\  ffjr       me,   May  man  -  y  of 
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WAITING  FOR  MR— Concluded. 
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3  There  are  little  ones  gliding  about  on  my  path, 

In  need  of  a  friend  and  a  guide ; 
There  are  dim  little  eyes  looking  up  into  mine, 

Whose  tears  could  lie  easily  dried  : 
But  Jesus  may  beckon  the  children  away, 

In  the  midst  of  their  grief  or  their  glee  ; 
Will  any  of  these  at  the  beautiful  gate, 

Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me  ? 
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Greatorex  Collection." 


31 

-^ — -> 


1.  There  is     a  name  I  love  to  hear, 
2.  Jesus !  the  name  I  love  so  well 


.*.*.:£: 


I    love  to  speak  its  worth: 
The  name  I  love  to    hear ! 

"Sir 


It  sounds  like  music    in  mine  ear, 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
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The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 
No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 
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3  This  name  shall  shed  its  fragrance  still 

Along  life's  thorny  road, 
Shall  sweetly  smooth  the  rugged  hill 
That  leads  me  up  to  God. 

4  And  there,  with  all  the  blood-bought  throng, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
I'll  sing  the  new  eternal  song 
Of  Jesus'  love  for  me. 
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I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 


Kate  Hanket. 
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1.  I  love  to  tell  the     sto  -  ry   Of  un-seen  things  a-bove,    Of  Je  -  sus 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the    sto  -  ry;  More  wonder-ful     it  seems  Than  all  the 
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Wm.  G.  Fischer.    By  per. 
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;ems  Than  all  the 
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and  His  glo  -  ry,         Of    Je  -  sus    and  His  love, 
gold-en  fan  -  cics        Of     all     our   golden  dreams. 
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I  love     to  tell  the 
1  love     to  tell  the 
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sto  -  ry,      Because     I  know  'tis      true;  It    sat  -  is  -  lies  my  longings  As 
sto-ry,       It  did      so  much  for      me!  And  that  is  just  the  rea-son    I 
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nothing  else  can  do. 
tell    it  now   to  thee. 
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I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry,  'Twill  be  my  theme  in 
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glo  -  ry,      To  tell     the     old,  old  sto-ry,      Of  Je- sus  and  His    love. 
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/  LOVE  TO  TELL— Concluded. 
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I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 

From  God's  own  holy  Word.  Cho. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  new,  new  song, 
'Twill  be — the  old,  old  story 

That  I  have  loved  so  lou>?. 


Cho. 


REVLVE  US  AGAIN. 
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1.  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for   the  Son  of  Thy  love,   For    Je-sus,  who 

2.  We  praise  Thee,  0  God!  for  Thy  Spiritof  light,  Who  has  shown  us  our 
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died,   and    is    now  gone    a  -  bove.  \  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jali !  Thine  the 
Sa-viour,  and  scat-tered  our  nii?ht.  \  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  Thine  the 
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glo-ry,     Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !   A 
glo-rv,    [Omit. 
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V  Re  -  vive  us      a  -  gam. 
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3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 
Hallelujah !   etc. 
A  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  pur  ways. 
Hallelujah !   etc. 
5  Revive  us  again;   fill  each  heart  with  Thy  Jove; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 
Hallelujah !  etc. 
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Oh,  you  must  be  a  Lover  of  the  Lord." 


,     \    Am    I    a    sol-  dier    of  the  cross,  A    follower    of     the  Lamb  ?  [ 
'  }  And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  ?    ) 

_u p      ,f     m    *    J-»  *■   +-    +- 


*-      +.      JL      + 


W— V- 


■p— p — p — p- 


\ 


1 


¥ 


Chorus, 

—* I*L 


i 


-K— 


-N-i 


J=T  £ 


V 
Oh,     you  must     be      a    lov  -  er    of     the    Lord Oh,  you 
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must  be    a  lov-er    of  the  Lord, Oh.vou  must  be  a  lov-er  of  the 
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ol  tke  Lord, 
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Or   you  can't   go     to    heav-en  when  you    die. 


2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize 
And  sailed  thro'  bloody  seas  ? 
Cho. — Oh,  you  must  be,  etc. 
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3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face, 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  of  grace 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 
Cho. — Oh,  you  must  be,  etc. 


IN  THAT  HAPPY  LAND.  81 

From  "Little  Sunbeam,"  by  per.     Arranged  by  W.  H.  Doa^E. 
May  he  swig  as  a  Duet  the  first  time. 
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1.  We   are  trav'ling  home  to  Heav'n  a  -  bove,  Will  you uo  with  us? 

2.  Dear  oom-pan-ioiis,  will  you    go    with    us,    Will  you  go  with  us? 
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We    are  trav'ling  home  to  Heav'n  a  -  bove,  Will  you    iro  with  us  ? 
Dear com-pan-ions, will  you    go    with  us      To   that  hap-py  land? 
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0      that's  the  heav'n  I'm  long-ing  for,  That's  the  heav'n  I     love, 
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that's  the  heav'n  I'm  long-ing  for,  That's  the  heav'n  for  me. 
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3  Dear  parents  will  you  go  with  us, 

Will  you  go  with  us, 
Dear  parents  will  you  go  with  us, 
To  that  happy  land? — Clio. 

4  Let  us  meet,  dear  children,  in  that 

In  that  happy  land;  [land, 

Let  us  meet, dear  children, in  that  land, 
In  that  happy  land.—  Cho. 


5  Let  us  meet,  dear  parents,  in  that  land. 

In  that  happy  land; 
Let  us  meet, dear  parents,  in  that  land, 
In  that  happy  land. — Cho. 

6  Our  Saviour  He  will  lead  us  on ! 

Will  you  go  with  us  ? 
Our  Saviour  lie  will  lead  us  on  ! 
Will  you  go  with  us  ?  -Cho. 


€2         I'VE  BEEN  TO  THE  FOUNTAIN. 

F.  Wm.  F.  Sheewin.  1874. 


.  Not  too  slow 


1.  My  heart  in    its    ful  -  ness  breaks  forth  in  -   to    song  !  My  hope     is       un 
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cloud-ed,  my  anchor     is  strong;  0  glo-ry   to     Je  -  sus  my  Sav-iour     a-bove 
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Refrain. 


I'm  lost     in     the  depths  of     His  won-der-  ful  love.    I've  been  to    the 


5=E 


:g—  Ul. 


F^r^ 


T~CrT 


¥$$ — : n 

1 

— r— 

r-4— 

— i— 

1 — ' — 1 

,-! 1 1.  .. 

H 1 h- 1 

m — J — \—d- 

» 

— m — 

m 

— « — 

-«— 

-• — « — » — 

I)      *  *    *    " 

fountain,  the  hfe 

giv 

ing  fount 

ain, 

9 

The  peace-speaking  fount-ain    that 

■m- -p    jp    |t    £     *    -£ 

Up  r-r-f- 

-F= 

-» — 

— w— 

U— 

H — L 

-| — 

L     ^     K 

>     i  ■  r  ■  i 

Ll 

1 

—i — 

r 

f 

L, r        1— 

"i*7    r        r 

flows  from  His   side.      I've  been    to     the  fount-ain,    the 
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Tve  oeen  to  the  Fountain.— Concluded.     83 


2  Temptations  may  gather,  but  why  should  I  fear? 
When  Jesus,  my  strength  and  Redeemer  is  near? 

He  shields  from  the  tempest,  He  hides  from  the  blast ; 
He  covers  my  soul  till  the  storm-cloud  is  past. 
Cho.    I've  been,  etc. 

3  O!  glory  to  Jesus !  my  heart's  in  a  flame; 
O!  glory  to  Jesus !  all  praised  be  His  name; 
I  stand  on  the  mountains  of  Pisgah,  and  see 
The  home  and  the  rest  that  remainetb  for  me. 

Cho.     I've  been,  etc. 

4  I'm  waiting,  I'm  watching,  I'm  longing  to  go 
Where  rivers  of  pleasure  eternally  flow ; 

Where  all  the  great  host  of  the  ransomed  will  sing, 
Their  loud  hallelujah  to  Jesus  our  King ! 
Cho.     I've  been,  etc. 


Second  Hymn . 

1  My  soul's  full  of  glory,  inspiring  my  tongue, 
Could  I  meet  with  angels,  I'd  sing  them  a  song; 
I'd  sing  of  my  Jesus,  and  tell  of  His  charms, 
And  beg  them  to  bear  me  to  His  loving  arms. 

Cho.    I've  been,  etc. 

2  Methinks  they're  descending  to  earth  while  I  sing, 
Well  pleased  to  hear  mortals  now  praising  their  ling ; 
O !  angels, — 0 !  angels,  my  soul's  in  a  flame, 

I  faint  in  sweet  rapture  at  Jesus'  dear  name. 
Cho.     I've  been,  etc. 

3  Oh,  Jesus !  oh,  Jesus,  thou  balm  of  my  soul, 

'Twas  Thou,  my  dear  Jesus,  that  made  my  heart  whole ; 
Oh,  bring  me  to  view  Thee,  Thou  infinite  King, 
In  mansions  of  glory  Thy  praises  to  sing. 
Cho.    I've  been,  etc. 

4  A  glimpse  of  bright  glory  surprises  my  soul. 

I  sink  in  sweet  visions  to  view  the  bright  goal; 
My  soul,  while  I'm  singing,  is  leaping  to  go, 
This  moment  for  heaven  I'd  leave  all  below. 

5  O  grant  me  the  grace  I  may  need  while  below, 
To  do  with  my  might  what  my  hand  finds  to  do: 
With  patience  to  wait  till  Thou  bidd'st  me  to  come 
Where  Jesus  has  gone  to  prepare  me  a  home. 

Cho.  I've  been,  etc. 


PAULINA,    lis. 


Arranged  by  "L.  W.  Bacon. 


1.     0  eyes  that  are  wea-ry,  and  hearts  that  are  sore!  Look  off  un-to 


Je  -  sus,  now  sor-row  no  more!    The  light  of  His  countenance 
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shineth  so  bright,  That  here  as  in   heaven  there  need  be  no  night. 
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2  While  looking  to  Jesus,  my  heart  cannot  fear; 
I  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near; 

I  know  that  his  presence  my  safeguard  will  be, 
For,  "Why  are  ye  troubled  ?"  He  saith  unto  me. 

3  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  0  may  I  be  found, 

■When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me  round: 
They  bear  me  away  in  His  presence  to  be, 
I  see  Him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  full  beauty  and  grace 
Of  Jesus,  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face; 
Shall  know  how  His  love  went  before  me  each  day, 
And  wonder  that  ever  my  eyes  turned  away. 
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A  LITTLE  WHILE. 
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F.  L.  Benjamin. 


Oh,    for  the  peace  which  floweth  like  a    riv-er, 


Mak-ins:  life's 
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des  -  ert  pla-ces  bloom  and  smile  !  Oh,  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heav'n's 
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bright  "for-  ev  -  er,"     A-  mid  the  sha-dows  of  earth's  "little  while. 
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2  A  little  while  for  patient  vigil-keeping, 

To  face  the  storm,  to  battle  with  the  strong; 
A  little  while  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping, 

Then  bind  the  sheaves  and  sing  the  harvest  home ! 

3  A  little  while  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 

To  wayside  brooks  from  far-off  fountains  fed; 
Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  forever  slaking 
Beside  the  fullness  of  the  fountain  head ! 

4  A  little  while  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing, 

A  little  while  faith's  flickering  lamp  to  trim; 
And  then  the  bndegroonTs  coming  footsteps  hailing, 
To  haste  to  ineetHim  with  the  bridal  hj-mn! 

5  And  He  who  is  himself  the  Gift  and  Giver, — 

The  future  glory  and  the  present  smile, — 
With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  forever 
Will  light  the  shadows  of  the  "little  while !" 


&- 


JANE  CREWDSON. 
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LIFT  ME  HIGHER. 


Lift  me  Higheb. — A  girl,  thirteen  years  old,  was  dying.  Lifting  her  eyes  toward  the 
ceiling,  she  said  softly,  "  Lift  me  higher!  lift  me  higher!  "  Her  parents  raised  her  up 
with  pillows,  but  she  faintly  said,  "  No,  not  that !  but  there!  "  again  looking  earnestly 
toward  heaven,  whither  her  happy  soul  flew  a  few  moments  later.      On  her  grave  these 

words  are  carved:     "  Jane  B ,  aged  thirteen,  lifted  higher." 

S.  V.  R.  Ford. 
^  tt_ . » 1 N fs- 


1.  "Lift    me     high-er!   lift  me  higher!"  From  these  scenes  of  pain   and  night; 
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Bear  me     up    on     an  -  gel    pin-ions 


To    the  world  of    spir  -  its  bright. 
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Let    not  earth's  de  -  lu  -  sive  pleasures  Serve  my  high-est    joys    to   blight; 


LIFT  ME  HIGHER.— Concluded 


2  "  Lift  me  higher!  lift  me  higher! " 

When  temptations  me  assail; 
Arm  me  for  the  fiercest  conflict, 

Let  me  in  Thy  strength  prevail. 
"Lift  me  higher!"  keep  before  me 

Calvary's  Mount  where  Jesus  died: 
Rest  my  faith  in  Christ,  my  Saviour, 

My  Redeemer  crucified. 
Lift  me  higher!  etc. 

3  "  Lift  me  higher!  lift  me  higher! " 

In  affliction's  darkest  hour, 
Let  my  faith  surmount  the  trial 
In  the  strength  of  Jesus'  power. 
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"Lift  me  higher !  lift  me  higher !  " 

Till  by  faith  the  land  I  see 
Where  the  ransomed, from  affliction, 
Grief  and  pain, are  ever  free. 
Lift  me  higher!  etc. 
4  'When  death's  shadows  gather  round  me, 
Plume  my  spirit  for  its  flight 
To  the  land  that  knows  no  sorrow, 

Neither  pain,  nor  death,  nor  night. 
"  Lift  me  higher!  "  higher!  higherI 

Till  my  spirit  ends  its  flight 
Far  beyond  this  world  of  darkness 
In  the  realms  of  endless  light. 
Lift  me  higher!  etc. 


JESUS,  I  TURN  TO  THEE. 


Arr.  by  S.  J.  Vail, 


,    I  Jesus,    I  turn  to  Thee,  Be  Thou    my  guide;  }„       ,h        ,    ,    r  k 
*■  I  Safe  in  Thy  loving  arms,There  let    me  hide.  J  Ao  0U1  er  llG1I>  l  know 
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No  other  good  be-low,  Nothing   but   earthly  woe 


No-thing     be  -  side. 

0 0- 


Lift  up  1113-  fainting  heart. 

Heavy  with  sin ; 
Guilty  and  full  of  wrong, 

Lord,  I  have  been. 
Take  me  and  make  me  white; 
Lord,  set  my  feet  aright: 
Show  me  the  morning  light, 

Saviour  of  men. 


3  If  Thou  withhold  Thv  love, 
Where  shall  I  flee? 
All  will  be  dark  and  drear, 

All  lost  to  me. 
But  if  Thy  spirit  brings 
Glory  on  angel's  wings, 
My  soul  hosanna  sings, 
Ever  to  Thee. 
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GO  AND  TELL  JESUS. 
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f  Go  and  tell     Je  -  sus,  He  on  -  ly  can  for-give  ;\  r         ,  t  „     T 

1  Go  and  tell     Je  -  sus,  oh,  turn  to  Him  and  live  :  ]  h0  ana  teu     Je    sus' 
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go  and  tell    Je-sus,     Go  and  tell    Je-sus,     He    on  -  ly   can  for-give. 
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GO  AND  TELL  JESUS.— Concluded. 

2  Go  mid  tell  Jesus,  when  your  sins  arise 

Like  mountains  oi  deep  guilt  before  your  eyes ; 
His  blood  was  spilt,  His  precious  lite  He  gave, 
That  mercy,  peace,  and  pardon  you  might  have.    Cho. 

3  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  He'll  dispel  thy  fears, 

"Will  calm  ihy  doubts  and  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 
He'll  take  thee  in  His  arms,  and  on  His  breast 
Thou  may'st  be  happy,  and  forever  rest.      Cho. 


89 


BEYOND  LIFE'S  TOILS  AND  CARES. 
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S.  J.  Vail. 
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Be-yond  life's  toils  and  cares,  Its  hopes  and  joys,  its  wea-ri-ness   and 
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sor  -  row,   Its  sleepless  nights,  its   days    of  smiles   and   tears,    Will 
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be  a  long  sweet  life, unmarked  by  years,  One  bright  unending  morrow. 
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2  No  aching  hearts  are  there, 

No  tear-dimmed  eye,  no  form  by  siek- 

ness  wasted, 
No  cheek  grown  pale  through  penurv 

or  care, 
No   spirits    crushed  beneath  the  woes 

they  bear, 
No  sighs  for  bliss  untasted. 

3  No  sad  farewell  is  heard, 

No  lonely  wail  for  loving  ones  departed, 
No  dark  remorse  is  there  o'er  memories 

stirred, 
No  smile  of  scorn,  no  harsh  or  cruel 

word 
To  grieve  the  broken  hearted. 


I  t        I 

4  No  long,  dark  night  is  there, 

No  light  from  sun  or  silvery  moon  is 

given. 
But  Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  all  bright 

and  fair. 
Illumes  the  city  with  effulgence  rare, 
The  glorious  light  of  Ilcaven. 

5  No  mortal  eye  hath  seen 

The  glories  of  that  land  beyond  the  river, 
Its   crystal   lakes,  its  fields   of  living 

green. 
Its  fadeless  flowers  and  the  unchanging 

sheen. 
Around  the  throne  forever. 
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EARLY  FAITH. 

Hymn  ana  Music  by  Wm.  F.  Sherwin.    By  pei\ 
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The  way  my  soul  must  jour-ney     To  reach  the  bet  -  ter     land. 
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tell    me  how   to    love  Thee,  And  what  my  "faith"  must  be: 
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Dear  gen  -  tie,     pa-tient  Teach-er,  Ex  -  plain    it      all    to       me. 


^•tf — • — 0 
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2  Is  it  to  trust  Tliy  promise, 

And  simply  to  believe. 
Like  trusting  in  my  mother, 

Whose  love  I  would  not  grieve? 
Her  word  is  very  precious, 

And  all  in  all  to  me; 
Is  this  the  "  faith,"  dear  Saviour, 

That  I  may  bring  to  Thee  ? 


3  Thou  lovest  little  children, 

May  I  that  love  receive  ? 
I  Ions;  to  be  Thy  dear  one, 

Wilt  Thou  my  sins  forgive? 
I  seem  to  hear  a  whisper, 

"Yes,  darling,  come  to  me." 
Reach  down  Thy  hand,  dear  Jesus, 

And  draw  me  close  to  Thee. 


RATHBUN. 


ITHAMAR    CONKEY. 
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1.  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I 
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jIo-it,    Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
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All  the  light  of    sa    -    creel  sto-ry    Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
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When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


3  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


HORTON. 


German. 
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1.  Gra-cious  Spir-it,  Love  di-vine !        Let  Thy  light  within  me  shine ; 
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All  my  guilt  -  y  fears  re  -  move,     Fill  me  full  of  heaven  and  love. 
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2  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart, 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast, — 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 


P 


3  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine, 
Keep  me,  Lord !  forever  thine. 


AVON.     CM. 


Scotch. 


1.  As  o'er  the  past  my    mem'ry  strays,  Why  heaves  the    se-cretsigh? 


^m 
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2  The  world  and  worldly  things  beloved, 

My  anxious  thoughts  employed  ; 
And  time  unhallowed,  unimproved, 
Presents  a  fearful  void. 

3  Yet,  holy  Father,  wild  despair 

Chase  from  my  laboring  breast; 
Thy   grace   it   is   which   prompts   the 
prayer, 
That  grace  can  do  the  rest. 

4  My  life's  brief  remnant  all  be  thine ! 

And  when  Thy  sure  decree 
Bids  nie  this  fleeting  breath  resign, 
Oh  speed  my  soul  to  Thee. 


A  parting  blessing  invoked. 
One  more  petition,  O  our  God, 

We  lay  before  Thy  throne; 
That  Thou  would st  bless  us  as  Ave  part, 

And  our  weak  efforts  own. 

Oh  ever  may  the  love  of  God 

Within  our  bosoms  glow  ; 
And  love  to  man  in  all  our  acts, 

The  humble  Christian  show. 

That  when  Thou  makest  up  Thy  gems 

In  yonder  world  of  bliss, 
It  may  be  known  that  not  in  vaiu 

Our  mission  was  in  this. 


TRUST  AND  REST. 


L.  E.  R 


1.  Fret  not.poor  soul, while  doubt  and  fear  Disturb  thy  breast;  The  pitying  angels 

N 


TRUST  AND  REST.— Concluded. 
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2  Plan  not,  nor  scheme,  but  calmly  wait ; 

His  choice  is  best. 
While  blind  and  erring  is  thy  sight, 
His  wisdom  sees  and  judges  right ; 

So  "  trust  and  rest." 


3  What   dost   thou  fear?    His  wisdom 
reigns 
Supreme  confessed  ; 
His  power  is  infinite  ;    His  love 
Thy  deepest,  fondest  dreams  above — 
So  "  trust  and  rest." 


WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER. 


Repeat  in  full  Cliorus. 
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1.  Tho' the  mist  hangs  o'er  the    riv-er,        Audits     bil  •  lows  loud  -  ly  roar, 
2.  And  the  bright  ce-  les  -  tial     cit-y!       We  have  caught  such  radiant  gleams 
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Cho.  We  are  wait -in;. 
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We  are  watch  inj. 


on    the  shore, 
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Yet  we    hear  the  song    of     an-gels,      Wafted  from  the   oth-er    shore. 
Of  its  towers,  like  dazzling  sunlight,    With  its  sweet  and  peaceful  streams. 
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On  -  ly   wait-in* 


for    the     an-Qfels,   Soon  they'll  come  to  bear  us  o'er. 


3  He  has  called  for  many  a  loved  one, 
We  have  seen  them  leave  our  side; 
With  our  Saviour  we  shall  meet  them 
When  we  too  have  crossed  the  tide. 
We  are  waiting,  etc. 


4  When  we've  passed  that  vale  of  sha- 
dows, 
With  its  dark  and  chilling  tide; 
In  that  bright  and  glorious  city 
We  shall  evermore  abide. 
We  are  waiting,  etc. 
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CLINGING  TO  THE  CROSS. 


C.  G.  Wells,  lyper. 


1.  When     I      sur  -  vey  the  wondrous  cross,  On  which  the  Prince  of  Glo-ry  died, 

2.  For  -  bid    it,  Lord  !  that  I  should  boast  Save  in    the  death  of  Cbrist.my  God; 


My  rich  -  est  gain     I  count  but  loss,    And  pour  contempt  on     all  my  pride. 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most,     I    sac  -   ri  -  flee  them  to   His  blood. 

4t.  *-  *L  JZ-      m    JSL  jO.   +.  J2L 
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Yes,     I'm  cling  -  ing,   cling  -  ing,   cling- ing,     cling-ing      to        the    cross. 
M.      jgfu      JL      JZ. 


zJ-*$-s*—*—tl 


\ 


3  See,  from  His  bead,  His  hands,  His 

feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down; 
Did  e'er  sucli  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown. 

Cko. 
*  After  last  Yerse  repeat  Chorus  pp. 


4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature 

mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  niy  alL 

Cho. 


CLING  CLOSE  TO  THE  ROCK. 
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From 
Kev.  Alfred  Taylor. 

—J -fr    N     ^ 


:  Songs  of  Salvation."    By  per. 
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T.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  Cling  close  to  the  Rock,  brother,  clanger  is  near;  Cling  close  to  thy 

2.  Cling  close  to  the  Rock,  brother,  closely  to  -  clay,  Ere  waves  of  temp. 
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Saviour, and  doubt  not,  nor  fear;       For  Je  -  sus  will  hold  thee,  Al- 
tation  shall  sweep  thee  a  -  way ;   Cling  close  to  the  Rock,   in    the 


mighty    to  save,  Thy  Je-sus,  who  triumphed  o'er  death  and  the  grave, 
time  of  thy  grief,  For  Jesus  brings  speedy  and  precious    re  -"lief. 


Cling  close  to  the  Rock,tho'  the  tempests  may  shock,  Assured  of    sal 
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vation  in   Je-sus  the  Rock. 


M*-?- 


r'~»— 


*\ 


S  Cling  close  to  the  Rock,  brother, 
elose  to  the  Rock, 
Though  tempests  may  rage  and 

though  billows  may  shock; 
For  Jesus  the*  Saviour,  thy  Ref- 
uge, thy  Friend, 
In  mercy  hath  loved  thee,  and 
loves  to  the  end. 

Cling  close,  etc. 
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SPEED  OUR  BARK. 


F.  C. 
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S.  J.  Vail.    .By  per. 
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1.  Speed  our  bark  to  reach  the  haven,  On  whose  broad  and  quiet    bay 
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Nev-er    falls    a  storm  or  tempest ;  There  no  sunlight  fades  a  -  way. 


Hark !  from  yon  -  der  hap  -  py  throng,  Breaks  the  min  -  gled  tide    of 


song,  Hal-le-  lu  -  jah !  home  at  last !  All  our  conflicts  now  are  past. 
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2  Home  of  rest,  0  scene  enchanting; 
Lo,  the  fields  of  glory  bright, 
Robed  in  pure  transcendent  beauty 
Crowned  with  everlasting  light. 
Hark !   from  yonder'  etc. 


3  Speed  our  bark,  the  land  we're  near- 
ing, 
Haste  we  o'er  the  billows  foam ; 
An.2;el  choirs,  with  harps  rejoicing, 
Wait  to  greet  the  ransomed  home. 
Hark  !  from  yonder,  etc. 

4  Moor  our  bark,  let  go  the  anchor ! 

Furl  the  sail,  we've  gained  the  shore; 
Home  at  last,  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 
Home  at  last,  to  part  no  more ! 
Hark    from  yonder,  etc. 


SOUND  THE  BATTLE  CRY. 
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Words  and  music  by  Wm.  F.  Sherwin,  Inj  pa: 
J ! is_ 


For      Hip    Lord;  Gird    your     ar  -  moron,  Stand  firm     eve  -   ry    one, 


Rest  your  cause  up  -  on  His  ho  -  ly  word»  Rouse,  then,  soldiers!  ral-ly  round 


the  ban-ner  !  Rea-dy,  stea  -  dy,  pass  the  word  a  -  long;       On-ward,  forward, 
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shout    a  -  loud  Ho  -  san  -  na !  Christ  is     Cap  -  tain    of     the    mighty  throng. 
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Strong  to  meet  the  foe, 
Marching  on  wc  go, 
"While  our  cause  we  know 

Must  prevail; 
Shield  and  banner  bright 
Gleaming  in  the  light, 
Battling  for  the  right, 

Wc  ne'er  can  fail. 


Oh!  Thou  God  of  all, 
Hear  us  when  we  call, 
Help  us  one  and  all 

By  thy  grace; 
When  the  battle's  done, 
And  the  victory  won, 
May  we  wear  the  crown 

Before  thy  face. 


OVER  THE  RIVER 


Hymn  &  Music  by 
Wm.  P.  Sherwin. 


The  lov'd  ones  in  glory  by  faith    I  see,Who  dwell  in  the  home  of  God. 
They  stand  with  their  harps  on  the  crystal  sea,  And  echo  the  earthly  song, 


i/     I       V.    I 
Over  the  river  'tis  bright  and  fair  ;Friends  who  were  dearest  have  enter'd  there ; 
Still  the  old  sto-ry  of  Jesus'  love.Rings  thro'  the  mansions  prepar'd  above; 

"  .£.  •  JL  A    #.    H«-    .#.      #.#.      - 


'nter'd  there; 
?par'd  above; 


Shining  thogarments  of    joy  they  wear,  Made  white  in  the  Saviour's  blood. 
All  His  rich  prom-is  -  es  now  they  prove,  And  wonderful  praise  prolong. 


3  Over  the  river  they  wait  for  me,        [4  Over  the  river  I  soon  shall  be, 

Wait  for  me,  wait  for  me;  Soon  shall  lie,  soon  shall  be, 

They  call  to  my  soul  o'er  the  narrow  And  sweet  is  the  rest  that  remains  for 
sea,  me 

"Be  earnest,  be  firm  and  true;  When  Jesus  my  name  shall  own. 

Having  the  armor  of  God  complete,      Then,  while  eternity  rolls  along, 
Sharing  the  Spirit's  communion  sweet,' Singing  the  nobler  and  sweeter  song, 
Onward,   though  tempest  and  storm.May  I  be    found  in    the    ransomed 
may  beat!  throng 

A  home  is  prepared  for  you."  Who  worship  before  Thy  throne. 


FLEMMING. 
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FLEMMING. 
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2  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love, 

Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee ! 

3  If  e'er  I  seem  to  tread  alone 

Life's  weary  waste,  with  thorns  o'ergrown, 
Thy  voice  of  love  in  gentlest  tone, 
Still  whispers,  ,;  cling  to  Me  !  " 

4  If  faith  and  hope  are  often  tried. 
I'll  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside; 
So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satisfied, 

The  soul  that  clings  to  Thee ! 
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LOVE  OF  JESUS. 
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From  "Songs  of  Salvation."    By  per. 
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1.  There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Je-sus,  Nev-er  to  fade  or  fall, 
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Till    in-to  the  fold  of  the  peace  of  God,  He  has  gathered  us  all. 


rf 


»* 


0 0 0 * 0 0—r-0——i !-j-0- 

■\ — : — ! — : — ^=c=F==-r~*~~r 

~m     p     •»     •»     -p     •*    l~^     m     m       f 


I       j,     p 
Chorus. 


i    U  U    I 


fcE 


p& 


>- 


Je  -  sus'  love,  precious  love,  Boundless  and  pure  and  free;     Oh, 
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turn  to  that  love,  weary  wand'ring  soul,  Jesus    pleadeth  for   thee. 
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2  There  is  no  heart  like  the  heart  of  Jesus, 

Filled  with  a  tender  love  ; 
No  throb  nor  throe  that  our  hearts  can 
know. 
But  He  feels  it  above. 

3  There  is  no  eye  like  the  eye  of  Jesus, 

Piercing  so  far  away  ; 
Ne'er  out  of  the  sight  of  its  tender  light, 
Can  the  wanderer  stray. 


4  There  is  no  voice  like  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Tender  and  sweet  its  chime, 
Like  musical  ring  of  n  flowing  spring 
In  the  bright  summer  time. 

5  Oh,  let  ns  hark  to  the  voice  of  Jesns; 

Oh.  may  we  never  roam, 
Till  safe  we  rest  on  His  loving  breast, 
In  the  dear  heavenly  home. 


BlCKERSTETH. 


TILL  HE  COME.  101 

Wm.  F.  Sherwin.    1874. 
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"Till  He  come, "  Oh !  let  the  words  Lin-ger  on  the  trembling  chords ; 


Let   the    lit -tie  while  between.  In  their  gold -en  light    be  seen: 
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Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home  Lie  be  -  yond  that ' 
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2  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above, 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast, 
All  our  life  joy  overcast? 

Hush !   be  every  murmur  dumb; 
It  is  only — "  Till  He  come." 

3  Clouds  and  conflicts  round  us  press ; 
Would  we  have  one  sorrow  less? 
All  the  sharpness  of  the  cross, 

All  that  tells  the  world  is  loss, 
Death  and  darkness  and  the  tomb, 
Only  whisper,  "Till  He  come." 

4  See  the  feast  of  love  is  spread ; 
Drink  the  wine  and  taste  the  bread — 
Sweet  memorials— till  the  Lord 

Call  us  round  the  heav'nly  board; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some, 
Severed  only  "  till  He  come." 
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WHERE  DO  YOU  JOURNEY  ? 


Solo 


S.  J.  Vail.    By  per. 


1.  Where  do  you  journey,  my  brother,    Oh  where  do  you  journey,  I    pray  ? 
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Where  do  you  journey,  my   sis  -ter  ?  For  stormy  and  dark  is  the    way. 


m      Duet 


We're  journey -ing  on- ward  to  Canaan,  Thro'  suff 'ring  and  tri-al  and  care, 


Ritard. 


Aud  when  we  get  safe-ly    to   glo-ry,     Oh,  say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there? 


Oh  say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there  ?  Oh  say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there? 
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And  when  we  get  safely   to  glo 
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iy,  Oh  say, shall  we  meet  you  all  there  ? 
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2  What  is  yonr  mission,  my  brother? 

O,  what  is  your  mission  below  ? 
What  is  your  mission,  my  sister, 

As  journey  ing  onward  you  go? 
Our  mission  is  practicing  mercy, 

Sweet  charily,  patience,  and  love, 
And  following  the  footsteps  of  Jesus, 

That  lead  to  the  mansions  above. 


3  Oh,  yes,  you  will  meet  us,  my  brother, 

God'helping  our  weakness  and  sin; 
Ami  bearing  the  cross,  we,  my  Ulster, 

The  crown  will  endeavor  to  win. 
We'll  walk  thro'  the  vale  and  the  shadow, 

Thro'  suft'ring,  and  trial,  and  care; 
And  when  you  get  safely  to  glory, 

You'll  meet,yes, you'll  meet  us  all  there ! 


COME,   YE  DISCONSOLATE. 
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Solo,  Huet,  or  Trio 
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1.  Come,    ye    dis  -  con  -  so-  late, 


wher-e'er  ye      lan-guish, 
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Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,    liere      tell    your    an  -  guish ; 
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Earth  has    no    sor-row      that  heaven  can     not    heal. 
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2  Joy  to  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure; 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying: 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can  not  cure. 

3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life  ;  see  waters  flowing 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  above; 
Come  to  the  feast  of  love;  come,  ever  knowing — 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can  remove. 


104 


SAVANNAH. 

N      N      ,S      N      I 


Pleyel. 


1.  "  A  -  bide    in    me!"  most  loving  coun-sel  this,   Near-est    ap 
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2  "  Abide  in  Me,"  for  I  have  strength  to  give 

The  grace  to  make  thee  henceforth  heavenward  live; 

Eternal  things  My  Spirit  can  reveal, 

And  thy  heart's  earthly,  dark  diseases  heal. 

3  "Abide  in  Me !"  for  changeless  is  My  love; 
Its  depth  unmeasured,  as  its  height  above; 
Not  all  thy  feelings  can  its  power  repel: 

Wilt  thou  not  trust  the  love  that  loves  so  well? 

4  "Abide  in  me  !"'  if  thou  wouldst  fruitful  be: 

The  branch  bears  not  when  severed  from  the  tree; 
Without  My  Spirit's  power,  the  sapless  bough 
No  fruit  can  bear,  for  it  can  nothing  do. 

5  "Abide  in  Me!"  no  ill  can  hurt  thee  there; 

In  Me  thou'rt  safe  e'en  from  the  tempter's  snare; 
Before  His  fiery  darts  o'er  thee  prevail, 
My  life  must  end,  My  faithfulness  must  fail ! 


ASK  WHAT  THOU  WILT. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  F.  Sherwix.    1874. 
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1.  Why    is    thy    faith,   O  child  of  God,   so   small  ?  Why  doth  thy 
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this — "A-bide  in    Me,"  And  doth  the  Mas-ter's  word  a-bide  in  thee? 
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2  0  !  blest  assurance  from  our  risen  Lord ! 
O !  precious  comfort  breathing  from  the  Word ! 
How  great  the  promise !  could  there  greater  be  ? 
'  'Ask  what  thou  wilt,  it  shall  be  done  for  thee !  " 

S  'Ask  what  thou  wilt,"  but  0  !  remember  this, 
We  ask  and  have  not,  for  we  ask  amiss 
When,  weak  in  faith,  we  only  half  believe 
That  what  we  ask  we  really  shall  receive. 

4  Increase  our  faith  and  clear  our  vision,  Lord; 
Help  us  to  take  Thee  at  Thy  simple  word, 
No  more  with  cold  distrust  to  bring  Thee  grief; 
Lord,  we  believe  !  help  Thou  our  unbelief ! 
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CONSECRATION. 


Rev.  L.  HEARTSoron.    By  per. 
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1.  Oh,  who'll  stand  up  for    Je  -  sus,      The  low  -  ly  Naz  -  a  -  rene? 
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All     hail !  re-proach  or      sor-row,       If 
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2  0  who  will  follow  Jesus, 

Amid  reproach  and  shame  ? 
"Where  others  shrink  and  falter, 
Who'll  glory  in  His  name  ? 
The  Cross  for  Christ,  etc. 

3  My  all  to  Christ  I've  given, 

My  talents,  time  and  voice, 


Je  -  sus  leads  me  there. 


Myself,  my  reputation, 
The  lone  way  is  my  choice. 
The  Cross  for 'Christ,  etc. 
I  0  Jesus,  precious  Saviour, 
My  all-sufficient  Friend! 
Come,  fold  me  to  Thy  bosom, 
E'en  to  the  journey's  end. 
The  Cross  for' Christ,  etc. 
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NEARER  MY  HOME. 


107 

J.  M.  Evaxs. 


1.  A  crown  of    glo  -  ry    bright,      By  faith's  clear  eyes  I      see, 

2.  0  may      I    faith  -  ful     prove,     And  keep  the  crown  in    view, 


In     yon  -  der  realms  of 
And  through  the  storms  of 
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I'm  near-er  my  home,  nearer  my  home,  nearer  my  home  to  -day;      Yes, 
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3  Jesus,  be  Thou  my  guide, 
And  all  my  steps  attend", 
O  keep  me  near  Thy  side, 
Be  Thou  my  friend.— C/to. 


4  Be  Thou  my  shield  and  sun. 
My  Saviour  and  my  guard, 
And  when  my  work  is  done, 
My  great  reward. — Clio. 
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Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


THINE  EYE  CAN  SEE. 

From  "  Songs  of  Salvation,"  by  per. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  Dear  Saviour,  all     I  think  or    do  Thine  eye  can    see;    My  ma-uy  wants,  my 

2.  Do  clouds  obscure  my  morning  sun  ?  Thine  eye  can  see ;  Do  friends  forsake  me 


tri-als  too,  Thine  eye  can  see;    Wher-e'er    I  dwell    it    mat  -  ters  not,   My 
one  by  one? Thine  eye  can  see;    Have  I       no  home,  no  rest  -  ing  place? Still 
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home    a     pal  -  ace     or       a     cot.  Thank  God !  what-ev  -  er     be     my  lot, 
o  -  pened  are  Thine  arms  of  grace;  The  tear     of     sor  -  row    on    my  face, 
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Thank  God !  what  -  ev  -    er      be       my    lot,    Thine   eye     can 
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3  When  evening  shadows  o'er  me  creep, 
Thine  eye  can  see; 
When  on  my  pillow  calm  I  sleep, 

Thine  eye  can  see; 
I  thank  thee  for  Thy  watchful  care, 
How  sweet  Thy  tender  love  to  share, 
And  know  that  every  grief  I  bear 
Thins  eye  can  see. 
Thine  eye  can  see,  etc. 


[  4  If  I  will  serve  Thee  day  by  day, 
Thine  eye  can  see; 
If  from  Thy  pleasant  paths  I  stray, 

Thine  eye  can  see; 
Oh,  take  my  heart,  my  will  subdue, 
And  mav  I  ever  keep  in  view, 
That  all  I  think  and  all  I  do 
Thine  eye  can  see. 
Thine  eye  can  see,  etc. 


FREDERICK,     lis. 
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dawn  on  us  here  Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 


2  I  would  not  live  alway !  thus  fettered  by  sin ! 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  within  ! 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

3  I  would  not  live  alway !  no,  welcome  the  tomb ! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there  I  dread  not  its  gloom; 
There  sweet  be  my  rest  till  He  bid  me  arise, 

To  hail  Him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

4  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God — 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns. 

5  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported' to  greet, 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul! 


110      THERE  IS  A  BEAUTIFUL  WORLD. 


Solo  or  Duett, 


J.  M.   HOLHES,  AJT. 


1.  There  is  a  beau  -ti  -  ful  world.  Where  saints  and  angels  sing; 

2.  There  is  a  beau -li  -  ful  world, Where  sorrows  nev-er  come; 

3.  There  is  a  beau-ti  -ful  world,     Unseen  to    mor-tal  sight, 

4.  There  is  a  beau  -  ti  -  ful  world    Of  har  -  mo  -  ny    and  lore ; 


#  I  -0- 


-^-f^-N- 


_)-— p 


A  world  where  peace  and  pleasure  reigns.  And  heavenly  praises  ring. 
A  world  where  tears  shall  nev-er    fall,     In  sigh  -  ing  for  our   home. 
And  darkness   nev  -  er    en  -  ters  there,  That  home  is  fair  and  bright. 
Oh !  may  we  safe  -  ly     en  -  ter  there,  And  dwell  with  God  a  -  hove. 


Chorus  to  each  vcrsr. 


We'll    be    there,     be    there;    Oh!      yes,       we'll     be       there. 
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THERE  IS  A  BE  A  UTIFUL.    Concluded.     Ill 


Palms  of    vie  -  to-  ry,  crowns  of    glp 


ry    We      all  shaH  wear. 


THE  LAND  TO  WHICH  WE  GO. 


Fanny  Crosbi 


Wji.  F.  Sherwtn. 


1.  Life  has  many    a    pleasant  hour,  Many  a  bright  and  cloudless  day; 

2.  Earth  has  many  a  cool     re- treat. Many  a    spot    to  memory  dear; 

3.  'Tis  the  Christian's  promised  land  ;There  is    ev  -  er  -  lasting  day; 
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Sing-ing  bird    and  smil  -ing  flow'r,  Scatter  sunbeams  on     our  way; 

Oft    we  find    our  wea-  ry    feet  Ling'ring  by  some  fountain  clear; 

There  a    Saviour's  lov  -  ing  hand  Wipes  the  mourners  tears  a  -  way ; 
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But  the  sweetest  blossoms  grow  In  the  land  to  which  we  go. 
Yet  the  pur-est  wa-ters  flow  In  the  land  to  which  we  go. 
Oh !   the  rap-ture  we  shall  know  In    the  land  to  which  we    go. 


,->..  0-~-10—r-0-~0 -= 


112        SWEEPING  THRO'  THE  GATES. 


From  "Songs  of  Worship,  No.  1." 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


By  per. 
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Who,  who  are  these  be  -  side  the  chill}'  wave,  Just  on  the  borders 
These,  these  are  they  who  in  affliction's  woes,  Ev-er  have  found  in 
These,  these  are  they  who  in  the  conflict  dire,  Boldly  have  stood  a- 


tt 


of  the  silent  grave,  Shouting  Jesus'  pow'r  to  save,  Washed  in  the  blood 

Jesus  calm  repose.  Such  as  from  a  pure  heart  flows,  Washed  in  the  blood 

mid  the  hottest  fire,  Jesus  now  says, "  Come  up  high'r,  Washed  in  the  blood 
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Chorus, 
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Of 
Of 

of 


the  Lamb.  , 

the  Lamb.  >  "Sweeping  thro'  the  gates,"  to  the  new  Jerusalem, 

the  Lamb.  ' 


zjs 


5£» 


j ^-i  — « — S  y  #  !  -S- 


Washed  in  the  blood  of  the    Lamb."        "  Sweeping  thro'  the  gates  " 

of  the  Lamb. 


SWEEPING  THRO'.— Concluded. 
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to  the  New  Jerusalem,  '-Washed  in  the  blood  of    the  Lamb." 


4  Safe,  safe  upon  the  ever-sliinins 
Sin,  pain,  and  death,  and  sorrow  all  are  o'er, 
Happy  now  and  evermore,  "  Washed, "  etc. 
Cho.— Sweeping  through  the  streets  oflhe  New  Jerusalem, 
"  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,"  etc. 
6  May  we,  0  Lord,  be  now  entirely  Thine, 
Daily,  from  sin,  be  kept  by  power  divine. 
Then  in  heav'n  the  saints  we'll  join.  "  Washed,"  etc. 
Cho.— Sweeping  through  the  streets  of  the  New  Jerusalem. 
"  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,"  etc. 


NO  SORROW  THERE. 


Rev.  Wm.  Hunter 
A 


Rev.  E.  W.  Dunbar. 


1.  Oh,   sing    to     me  of  heaven  When     I     am  called    to       die; 


Cho.  There'll  be     no    sor-row  there,  There'll  be     no    sor- row     there; 
i     .       l>    .     ^  _  n.c. 
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Sing  songs  of   ho-ly       ec-sta-sy,        To     waft  my     soul  on  high. 


pi^ 


In  heaven  a-bove  where  all  is  love,  There'll  be    no 


I 
sor-row  there. 


2  When  the  last  moment  comes, 
Oh,  watch  my  dying  face, 
To  catch  the  bright  seraphic  gleam 
Which  o'er  my  features  plays. 
There'll  be  no  sorrow,  etc. 


3  Then  to  my  raptured  soul 

Let  one  sweet  song  be  given, 
Let  music  cheer  me  last  on  earth. 
And  greet  me  first  in  heaven. 
"  There'll  be  no  sorrow,  etc. 
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IMMANUEL'S  LAND. 


A.  R.  Cousins. 


From,  "  Christian  Songs."       Wm.  F.  Sherwtn.  By  per. 
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1.  The  sands  of  time  are  wasting,    The  dawn  of  hea-ven     breaks;      The 
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summer  morn  I've  sighed  for,  The  fair,  sweet  morn  awakes;  O.dark  hath  been  the 


mid-night,  But  day-spring  is  at    hand,    And  glo-ry,     glo  -  ry   dwell-etii 
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In  Immanuel's  land.  And     glo-ry,  glo-ry  dwelleth     In  Immanuel's  land. 
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Oh  !  Christ,  He  is  the  fountain, 

The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love; 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tasted. 

More  deep  I'll  drink  above. 
There  to  an  ocean  fulness 

His  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


3  Oh  !  I  am  my  Beloved's, 

And  my  Beloved's  mine  ; 
He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner, 

Into  His  house  divine 
Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

My  soul  redeemed  shall  stand, 
"Where  glory,  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


OVER  THERE. 
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T.  C.  O'Kane.    By  per. 
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1.  O,   think    of    a  home  o  -  ver  there.  By  the  side  of  the  riv  -  er    of 
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light, 
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Where  the  saints  all     ini-mor  -  tal   and 
ver  there, 
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robed   in  their  garments  of  white, over  there.  O-ver  there,  over  there,  o-ver 
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there,  over  there,   0  think  of     a  home    o  -  ver  there,    o-ver  there;  O-ver 

1  s    s 

,,         ■*-.■*-  -0-     ■>—  *r     -w.*m    —■#-:+-    —  ■     ■*■•  0 


there,  o-ver  there,  o-ver  there,  over  there,  0  think  of   a  home  o  -  ver  there. 
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2  0  think  of  the  iriends  over  there, 

Who  before  us  the  journey  have  trod, 
Of  the  songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air, 
In  their  home  in  the  palace  of  God. 
Over  there,  over  there, 
O  think  of  the  friends  over  there. 
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3  I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 
For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see; 
Many  dear  to  my  heart  over  there. 
Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 
Over  there,  over  there. 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 
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Echoes  from  Zion. 


Coronation. 
hi 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall; 
Bring  for'li  the  royal  diadem; 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all! 

2  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all! 

3  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Hun  Lord  of  all! 

4  O  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  leet  may  fall ; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 


7s,  double. 


Sisphens. 


C.  M. 
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1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  Tiiy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  mc  ; 

2  A  heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak — 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  0  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean; 
Which  neither  lire  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 


Toplady. 


7s,  Gl. 


1  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee: 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure- 
Save  from  wrath  and  make  mc  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 


1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee: 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  1  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


Autumn. 


8s  &  7s. 
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1  Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land: 
I  am  weak— but  Thou  art  mighty; 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand: 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  waters  flow; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar. 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through: 
Strong  Defiv'rer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 


Uettleton. 


8s  &  7s. 
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1  Hail!  my  ever  blessed  Jesus, 

Only  Thee  I  wish  to  sing! 
To  my  soul  Thy  name  is  precious, 

Thou  my  Prophet,  Priest  and  King. 
Oh,  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven! 

Oh,  what  joy  and  happiness  ! 
Love  1  much?  I've  much  forgiven; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

2  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin 

Unconcerned  in  sin  I  lay; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing, 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way. 
Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven,         ,' 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness; 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 


Echoes  from  Zion. 
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Bethany. 


6s  &  4s. 
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1  Nearek,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Tliee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  soug  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

Daylight  all  gone. 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  bo 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  thee! 


He  leadeth  me. 


L.  M. 


1  DTe  leadeth  me!  Oh!  blessed  thought, 
Oh!  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught, 
Whate'cr  I  do,  where'er  I  be, 

Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  mc! 

2  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  frloom, 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea — 

Still  'tis  His  hand  that  leadeth  me! 

3  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  sec. 

Since  't  is  my  God  that  leadeth  me. 

4  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done. 
When,  by  Thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  mc. 


jenos. 


H.  M. 
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1  Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Im'merged  in  sin  and  woe, 
The  gospel's  voice  attend, 

While  Jesus  sends  to  you; 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come; 
Li  Jesus'  arms  there  yet  is  room. 


2  No  longer  now  delay, 
Nor  vain  excuses  frame; 

He  bids  you  come  to-day. 

Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame; 
All  things  are  ready:  sinners,  come; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room. 

3  Drawn  by  His  dying  love, 

Ye  wandering  sheep  draw  near; 
He  calls  you  from  above, 

The  Shepherd's  voice  now  hear: 
Let  whosoever  will  now  come, 
In  Jesus'  arms  there  still  is  room. 


tenuis. 


S.  M. 


1  On  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 

On  restless  wing  to  roam; 
All  this  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

2  Behold  the  ark  of  God; 

Behold  the  open  door; 
Oh,  hnste  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  sou!,  no  more. 

3  There  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 

There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  lull  salvation  blest. 


Sweet  hour  of  Prayer. 
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1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer! 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known: 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer! 
Thy  wing  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless. 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  tbec,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share; 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  heaven,  and  at  the  sight, 
Put  off  this  robe  of  flesh,  and  rise, 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 
And  shout  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
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Echoes  from  Zion. 


Heber. 


CM. 


More  love  to  Thee, 


1  On,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe. 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ! 

2  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt. 

3  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

Laban.  S.  M. 


1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb; 
Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  His  dying  love; 

Sing  or  His  rising  power! 
Sing,  how  He  intercedes  above, 
For  those  whose  sins  He  bore. 

3  Sing,  till  we  feel  our  hearts 

Ascending  with  our  tongues; 

Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 

And  grace  inspires  our  songs. 

4  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way — 

Ye  ransom'd  sinners,  sing! 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day, 
In  Christ,  the  exalted  King. 


Homeward  Bound. 
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1  Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride, 
We're  homeward  bound; 

Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless 
tide, 

We're  homeward  bound; 
Far  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we  rode, 
Seeking  our  Father's  celestial  abode, 
Promise  of  which  on  us  each  He  bestowed, 

We're  homeward  bound. 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars ; 
We're  homeward  bound ; 

Look !   yonder   lie   the   bright   heavenly 
shores : 
We're  homeward  bound; 
Steady !  0  pilot !  stand  firm  at  the  wheel, 
Steady !  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale; 
Oh  1  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud  creaking 
sail; 
We're  homeward  bound. 


1  More  love  to  Thee,  0  Christ, 

More  love  to  Thee! 
Hear  Thou  the  prayer  I  make, 

On  bended  knee; 
This  is  my  earnest  plea: 
More  love,  0  Christ  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee  ! 

2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 

Sought  peace  and  rest, 
Now  Thee  alone  I  seek, 

Give  what  is  best: 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be, 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee! 

3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, 

Send  grief  and  pain, 
Sweet  are  Thy  messengers, 

Sweet  their  refrain, 
When  they  can  sing  with  me, — 
More  love,  0  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee! 

4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Whisper  Thy  praise; 
This  be  the  parting  cry 

My  heart  shall  raise, 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be: 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee! 


Expostulation. 
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1  My  Jesus  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art 

mine, 
For  Thee  all  the  pleasures  of  sin  I'll 

resign ; 
My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art 

Thou, 
"  If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis 

now." 

2  I'll  love  Thee  in  life,  and  I'll  love  Thee 

in  death. 
And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendest 

me  breath; 
And  say,  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold 

on  my  brow, 
"  H  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis 

now.'' 

3  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  de- 

light, 
I'll  ever  adore  Thee  in  yon  heaven  of 

light, 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on 

my  brow, 
"  If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis 

now.'' 


Echoes  from  Zion, 
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State  Street. 
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I  4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit ! 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 
I     Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me— 
Even  me. 


1  The  Spirit  in  our  hearts. 

Is  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come;  " 
The  bride,the  church  of  Christ,proclaims 
To  all  His  children,  "  Come!  " 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  Mm,  "  Come; " 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come. 

3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

Oh,  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 


Cross  and  Crown. 


CM. 


Benevento. 
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Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord, 

Lean  thou  only  on  His  word ; 

Ever  will  He  be  thy  stay, 

Though  the  heavens  shall  melt  away. 

Even  in  the  raging  storm, 

Thou  shalt  see  His  cheering  form, 

Hear  His  pledge  of  coining  aid, 

"  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

2  Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord, 
Linger  near  His  mercy  seat; 
He  will  lead  thee  by  the  hand, 
Gently  to  the  better  land. 
He  will  gird  thee  by  His  power, 
In  thy  weary,  fainting  hour; 
Lean,  then,  loving  on  His  word, 
Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord. 

Even  Me. 
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1  Lord,  I  hear  of  show'rs  of  blessing, 
Thou  art  scatt'rtng  full  and  free  — 

Show'rs,  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me— 
Even  me. 

2  Pass  me  not.  0  God,  our  Father ! 
Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be; 

Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  Thy  mercy  light  on  me — 
Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  0  gracious  Saviour ! 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  Thee; 

For  I'm  longing  for  Thy  favor; 
Whilst  Thou  art  calling,  oh!  call  me— 
Even  me. 


1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free? 
No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  here; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingied  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free; 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me! 


Olmutz. 


S.M. 
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1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 

On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace 
Or  wash  away  the'stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 


Woodworth. 


L.  M. 


1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come  ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 

spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God.  I  come,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am.— Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe. 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 
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Boylston. 


1  A  chakge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify, 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  culling  to  fulfill, 
Oil,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live, 
And  oh,  'ihy  Bervant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured  if  1  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 
Azmoil.  C.  M. 

—I. 


1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God— 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  sh.ne  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  Srst  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  1  once  enjoy'd  I 

How  sweet  their  memry  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest: 
I  hate  the  sius  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  irom  my  breast. 


Porrest. 


L.  M. 
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1  O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone; 
O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down- 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet. 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find; 
Saviour  of  all,  if  miue  Thou  art, 

Give  me  Thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  olT  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free; 

I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within  — 

Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  Thee. 
*  Fain  would  I  learn  of  Thee,  my  God; 

Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove: 
The  cross  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood, 

The  labor  of  Thy  dying  love. 


Pleyel's  Hymn. 


7s. 


m^s^: 


1  One  with  Christ !  O  blessed  thought ! 
We  are  by  His  Spirit  taught; 

On  His  fulness  now  we  live, 
Grace  for  grace  we  thence  receive. 

2  One  with  Christ  1  ye  saints  rejoice, 
As  the  objects  of  His  choice; 

He  will  every  want  supply, 
While  He  lives  we  cannot  die. 
One  with  Christ !  forever  one, 
Debts  are  paid  and  work  is  done; 
Grace  and  glory  both  are  given, 
We  are  on  our  way  to  heaven. 


Shining  Shore. 


1  Always  with  us,  always  with  us— 

Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love; 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 

From  His  dwelling-place  above. 
With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 

Sowing  much  and  reaping  none. 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 

Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

2  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping, 

O'jr  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 
Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 

Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 
With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream; 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 

With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 


1  My  days  are  glidinc  swiftly  by, 
And  1,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 

Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly  1 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 
For  oh !  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 

Our  friends  are  passing  over, 
And  just  before  the  shining  shore, 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 
Our  distant  homes  discerning; 

Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. 
For  oh  !  we  stand,  etc. 

3  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 
We  need  not  cease  our  singing; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 
Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 
For  oh  1  we  stand,  etc. 


Echoes  from  Zion. 
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Mount  Vernon. 


8s  &  7s. 


m 


1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  we  spend  ; 

Lif3  and  health  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie, 

While  we  see  divine  compassion, 

Beaming  in  His  gracious  eye. 

3  Love  and  grief  our  hearts  dividing, 

With  our  tears  His  feet  we  bathe; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  cl  diving  from  His  death. 

4  Here  wc  feel  our  sins  forgiven, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  we  gaze; 
And  our  thoughts  are  all  of  heaven, 
And  our  lips  o'erflow  with  praise. 

Olivet.  Gs  &  4s. 


1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary: 

Saviour  divine. 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away; 
O  let  me,  from  this  day, 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart; 

My  zeal  inspire: 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be — 

A  living  fire. 


Brown. 


CM 


1  What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes    the   darkened    cloud 

withdraw; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  fight; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 

The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 


Army  Tune. 


CM. 
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1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 
We'll  stand  the  storm 
We  will  anchor  by  and  by. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 
We'll  stand  the  storm,  etc. 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 
We'll  stand  the  storm,  etc. 


1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  dear  Redeemer's  praise— 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim, 

To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  Thy  name. 

3  Jesus !  the  name  that  calms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  son-ows  cease; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears; 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin; 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 


1  Sleep  not,  soldier  of  the  cross ! 

Foes  are  lurking  all  around; 
Look  not  here  to  find  repose: 

This  is  but  thy  battle  ground. 
Up!  and  take  thy  shield  and  sword; 

Up  !  it  is  the  call  of  Heaven: 
Shrink  not  faithless  from  thy  Lord; 

Nobly  strive  as  He  hath  striven. 

2  Break  through  all  the  force  of  ill; 

Tread  the  might  of  passion  down, 
Struggling  onward,  onward  still, 

To  the  conqu'ring  Saviour's  crown  1 
Through  the  midst  of  toil  and  pain, 

Let  this  thought  ne'er  leave  Thy  breast, 
Every  triumph  Thou  dost  gam 

Makes  more  sweet  Thy  coming  rest. 
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L.  M. 


1  Sinner,  O  why  so  thoughtless  grown? 
Why  in  such  dreadful  haste  to  die  ? 

Daring  to  leap  to  worlds  unknown, 
Heedless  against  thy  God  to  fly  ? 

2  Wilt  thou  despise  eternal  fate, 
Urged  on  by  sin's  delusive  dreams? 

Madly  attempt  the  infernal  gate. 
And  force  thy  passage  to  the  flames? 

3  Stay,  sinner,  on  the  gospel  plains, 
And  hear  the  God  of  love  unfold 

The  glories  of  his  dying  pains, 
For  ever  telling,  yet  untold  ! 


Shall  we  gather  ? 


fo«E^=g=g: 
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1  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river, 

Where  bright  angel  feet  have  trod; 
With  its  crystal  tide  forever 

Flowing  by  the  throne  ol  God  ? 
Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 
The  beautiful,  the  beautiful  river, 
Gather  with  the  saiuts  at  the  river 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

2  On  the  margin  of  the  river, 
Washing  up  its  silver  spray. 

We  will  walk  and  worship  ever, 
All  the  happy,  golden  day. 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river,  etc. 

3  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 

Lay  we  every  burden  down; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 
Shall  we  gather  at  the  river,  etc. 

4  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 
Shall  we  gather  at  the  river,  etc. 


S.  M. 


1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one- 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes; 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 


4  When  we  asunder  part. 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 


Wells. 


L.  M. 
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1  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  thro'  endless  days! 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus!— that  clear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaveu  depend? 
No!  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  1  no  more  revere  His  name. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus!— yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

4  Till  then— nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And  oh!  may  this  my  glory  be- 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 


Portuguese  Hymn. 


1  How  firm  a  foundation,  yo  saints  of  the 

Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in    His  excellent 

word  : 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He 

hath  said,— 
To  you  who  for  refuge  to  Jesus  have  fled  1 

2  "When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 

thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trials  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

3  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway 

shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply, 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to 

refine. 

4  "  E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people 

shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 
And  then,   when  gray  hairs  shall  their 

temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be 

borne. 

"5  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned 
for  repose. 

I  will  not— I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes; 

That  soul  -though  all  hell  should  en- 
deavor to  shake, 

Jehovah  will  never— no  never  forsake." 


Echoes  from  Zion. 
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Federal  Street. 


L.M. 
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1  THHr  pray  the  best  who  pray  and  watch, 
They  watch  the  best  who  watch  and 

pray, 
They  haar  Christ's  fingers  on  the  latch, 
Whether  He  comes  by  night,  or  day. 

2  Whether    they   guard  the  gates  and 

watch. 
Or,  patient,  toil  for  Him,  and  wait, 
They  hear  His  fingers  on  the  latch, 
If  early  He  doth  come,  or  late. 

3  With  trembling  joy  they  hail  their  Lord, 
And  haste  His  welcome  feet  to  kiss 

While  He,  well  pleased,  doth  speak  the 
word 

That  thrills  them  with  unending  bliss: 
"Well  done,  My  servants,  now  receive, 

For  faithful  work,  reward  and  rest, 
And  wreaths  which  busy  angels  weave 

To  crown  the  men  who  serve  Me  best." 


Ortonville. 


CM. 


1  I've  found  the  Pearl  of  greatest  price, 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy; 
And  sing  I  must,  a  Christ  I  have  — 
O  what  a  Christ  have  I! 

2  My  Christ,  He  is  the  Lord  of  lords, 

He  is  the  King  of  kings; 
He  is  the  Sun  of  righteousness, 
With  healing  in  His  wings. 

3  Christ  is  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 

My  Brother,  and  my  Love, 
My  head,  my  hope,  my  Counsellor, 
My  Advocate  above. 

I  do  Believe.  C.  M. 


e\M 
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1  Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee; 

No  other  help  I  know ; 
H  Thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me. 
Ah,  whither  shall  I  go  ? 
I  do  believe,  I  now  believe 
That  Jesus  died  for  me; 
And  through  His  blood,  His  precious 

blood, 
I  shall  from  sin  be  free. 

2  What  did  Thine  only  Son  endure 

Before  I  drew  my  breath! 
What  pain,  what  labor,  to  secure 
My  soul  from  endless  death  ? 
I  do  believe,  I  now,  etc. 


3  Author  of  faith,  to  Thee  I  lift 
My  weary,  longing  eyes; 

Oh,  may  I  now  receive  that  gift; 
My  soul  without  it,  dies. 
I  do  believe,  I  now,  etc. 

Hendon. 
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1  Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 
That  delights  and  stirs  me  so  ? 
What  the  high  reward  I  win? 
Whose  the  name  I  glory  in  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

2  What  is  faith's  foundation  strong, 
What  awakes  my  lips  to  song? 
He  who  bore  my  sinful  load. 
Purchased  for  me  peace  with  God, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

3  This  is  that  great  thing  I  know; 
This  delights  and  stirs  me  so; 
Faith  in  Him  who  died  to  save, 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

Sweet  Home. 


1  When  torn  is  the  bosom  by  sorrow  and 

care, 
Be  it  ever  so  simple,  there's  nothing  like 

prayer; 
It  comforts,  it  softens,    subdues,  xet  sus- 
tains, 
Bids  hope  rise  exulting,  and  passion  re- 
strains. 
Prayer,  prayer,  oh  sweet  prayer, 
Be   it  ever  so  simple,  there's  nothing 
like  prayer. 

2  When   far   from   the  friends  that  are 

dearest  we  part, 

What  fond  recollections  still  cling  to  the 
heart; 

Past  scenes  and    enjoyments  live  pain- 
fully there; 

And  restless  we  languish,  till  peace  comes 
in  prayer. 
Prayer,  prayer,  oh  sweet,  etc. 

3  When  earthly  delusions  would  lead  us 

astray, 
In  folly's  gay  mazes,  or  sin's  treacherous 

way, 
How  strong  the  enchantment,  how  fatal 

the  snare ! 
But  looking   to  Jesus,  we   conquer   by 

prayer. 
Prayer,  prayer,  oh  sweet,  etc. 
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1  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 
Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  now'rs; 
Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  thro'  the  sunny  noon; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work  while  the  night  is  dark'ning, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


State  Street. 


S.M. 
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1  Jesus  who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear, 

We  never  plead  in  vain; 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  He  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord  will  hear 

His  chosen  when  they  cry; 
Yes,  though  He  may  a  while  forbear 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high.] 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  be, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer; 
He  loves  our  importunity, 
And  makes  our  cause  His  care. 


Christmas. 


CM. 


1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey; 


Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 
3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice, 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high: 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

Scotland. 


L  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  escape  to 
the  mountain, 

For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  open- 
ed a  fountain; 

For  sin  and  uncleanness,  and  every 
transgression, 

His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams 
of  salvation. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded!  O  flee  to  the 

Saviour; 

He  calls  you  in  mercy,— 'tis  infinite  fa- 
vor; 

Your  sins  are  increasing,— escape  to  the 
mountain,— 

His  blood  can  remove  them,— it  flows 
from  the  fountain. 

3  With  joy  shall  we  stand,  when  escaped 

to  the  shore; 
With  harps  in  our  hands,  we'll  praise 

Him  the  more; 
We'll   range  the  sweet  plains  on  the 

bank  of  the  river, 
And  sing  of  salvation  for  ever  and  ever! 


Webb. 
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1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss: 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  be  led, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own. 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor, 

And  watching  unto  prayer 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger; 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  that  overcometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


Echoes  from  Zion. 
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Tell  me  the  old,  old  story. 
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1  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 

Of  unseen  tilings  above, 
Of  Jesus  ami  His  glory, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 
Tell  me  the  story  simply, 

As  to  a  little  child, 
For  I  am  weak  and  weary, 
And  helpless  and  defiled. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 

2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, 

That  I  may  take  it  in— 
That  wonderful  redemption, 

God's  remedy  for  sin. 
Tell  me  the  story  often, 

For  I  forget  so  soon ! 
The  "early  dew  "  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  at  noon. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old,  etc. 

3  Tell  me  the  story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones,  and  grave; 
Remember!  I'm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old,  etc. 

4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 

When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes.  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  my  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story: 

'•  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old,  etc. 


L.  M. 


Loving-kindness. 


1  Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great ! 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along: 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong  1 


4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood: 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good  1 

5  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart; 
But  though  I  have  Him  oft  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

Star  of  Bethlehem. 


1  When  marshalled  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 
Hark !  hark  !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem; 
But  One  alone,  the  Saviour  speaks  - 

It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

2  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode, 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was 
dark; 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering 
bark. 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze. 

Death-struck. I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem; 
When  suddenly  a  Star  arose  — 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

3  It  was  my  light,  my  guide,  my  all; 

It  bade  my  dark  forbodings  cease; 
And  through  the  storm,  and  danger's 
thrall, 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Now  safely  moored— my  perils  o'er, 

I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
For  ever,  and  for  evermore, 

The  Star— the  Star  of  Bethlehem  ! 
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1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace. 

Oh,  refresh  us.  oh,  refresh  us, 
Trav'ling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 
For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound; 

May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  Thy  presence,  may  Thy  presence. 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  Then,  when'er  the  signal's  given    • 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey. 

May  we  ever,  may  we  ever, 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  dayl 


INDEX. 


Titles  in  Small  Caps  ;  First  Lines  in  Roman. 


Page. 

Abide  in  me •  <  < 104 
A  charge  to  keep  I  have 120 

A  crown  of  glory  bright 107 

Alas!  and  bid  my  Saviour  bleed  ?. . .    32 

a  little  while 85 

AU  hail  the  power  of  Jesus  name, 116 

Almost  Persuaded 23 

Alwavs  with  us 120 

Amazing  grace  how  sweet  the  sound. . .     59 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross 80 

Ariel 6 

Art  thou  lost? 61 

ask  what  thou  wilt 105 

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  kuow 123 

As  o'er  the  past 92 

Athens 58 

Avon 92 

Awake  and  sing  the  song 118 

Awake  my  soul  in  joyful  lays 125 

Awake  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve...  124 

begone  !  unbelief 36 

Beyond  life's  toils  and  cares —  89 

Blessed  Saviour,  Thee  I  love 49 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 122 

Blumenthal 25 

Boundary 27 

Brother,  there  are  precious  treasures. .  72 

By  faith  I  view  my  Saviour 38 

CALL  THE   CHILDREN  EABLY 20 

Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord 119 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow 12 

Christ  for  me 48 

Christ  for  the  world 43 

Christ  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground 49 

Cling  close  to  the  Bock 95 

Clinging  Close 53 

Clinging  to  the  Cross 94 

Close  to  Thee 52 

Come  my  soul  thy  suit  prepare 25 

Come.  O  my  soul,  to  Calvary 40 

Come,  Sinner,  come  19 

Come  to  Calvary 40 

Come  to  Jesus '•> 

Come  to  Jesus,  now 13 

Come  ye  disconsolate 103 

Come  ye  sinners,  poor  aud  needy 17 

Consecration 106 


Page. 

Deab  Redeemer,  only  Thee 53 
Dear  Saviour  all  I  think  or  do 108 

Delay  kot 18 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 25 

Doxology 50 

Early  Faith 90 

Escape  to  the  mountain 16 

Even  Me 119 

Expostulation 26 

Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy 44 
Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  Thee .  123 

Flemming 99 

Frederick 109 

Fret  not,  poor  soul 92 

From  every  stormy  wind 68 

Froni  the  cross  uplifted  high 35 

(1  O  AND  TELL  JESUS 88 
T  Gracious  Spirit,  love  diviue 91 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah 116 

Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus 116 
Hark  !  the  Spirit  whispers  low. ...     19 

Hear  my  cry 31 

Hear,  O  sinner,  mercy  hails  you 17 

He  leadeth  me,  O  blessed  thought 117 

He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping 71 

Homeward  bound Ji8 

Hope  is  singing 57 

Horton 91 

How  firm  a  foundation 122 

How  I  love  Jesus 59 

How  loving  is  Jesus 11 

Tam  coming  to  the  cross 45 

I  am  so  glad  that  our  Father 60 

I  am  so  young,  O  Jesus 90 

I  came  to  Jesus,  poor  and  weak 4 

I   CANNOT   KF.EP  FROM  SINGING 4 

I  do  believe 123 

I   FEEL  SO   HAPPY 56 

I  heard  the  voice 58 

i  love  to  tell  the  story 78 

Immanukl's  land 114 

I  need  Thee,  O  my  God 29 

In  that  happy  land 81 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 91 

Invitation 17 


INDEX. 


127 


Page. 

It  is  better  farther  on  ...  • 57 

I've  been  to  the  fountain 82 

I've  I'ouml  the  pearl  of  greatest  price. .  123 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep 46 

I  would  not  live  alway 109 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be 122 
Jesus,  grant  me  this,  I  pray  53 

Jesus,  I  come 42 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 73 

Jesus  is  all 43 

Jesus  is  mine 44 

Jesus,  I  turn  to  Thee 87 

Jesus,  let  Thy  pitying  eye 34 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. ...   116 

Jesus  loves  even  me CO 

Jesus  meek,  and  gentle 31 

Jesus  my  all,  to  Heaven  is  gone...    74 

Jesus  of  Nazareth 8 

Jesus  paid  it  all 39 

Jesus  saves  me  all  the  time 55 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 37 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 124 

Just  as  I  am 119 

Just  now 9 


K 


EEP  ON   PRAYING. 


Iebanon 46 
l  Let  us  sing  of  the  Lamb 62 

Life  has  many  a  pleasant  hour Ill 

Lift  me  higher 86 

Long  my  spirit  pined  in  sorrow 5 

Loohing  unto  Jesus 41 

Lo !  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land 51 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing. . .  125 
Lord,  I  hi  ar  of  showers  of  blessings. . .  119 

Love  of  Jesus.   100 

Loving  Kindness 125 

Manoah 77 
Mercy's  free 38 

Meribah 51 

More  love  to  Thee,  O  Christ 118 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 119 

My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by 120 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 121 

My  heart  in  its  fullness  breaks 82 

My  heart  is  fixed,  eternal  God 48 

My  Jesus,  I  love  Thee 118 

My  soul's  full  of  glory 83 

My  soul  to  Christ  I  bring 43 

Jearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 117 

Nearer  my  home 107 

Nearer,  O  Lamb  or  God 54 

Never  cease  to  pray 70 

No  Sorrow  there 113 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts    119 

Not  here  thy  rest 31 

Now,  I  have  found  a  friend 44 

Obe  saved 21 
O  cease,  my  wandering  soul 117 

O  do  not  let  the  word  depart 24 

O  eyes  that  are  weary 84 

O  Father  Almighty 50 

O  FLY,    MOURNING   SINNER 11 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 120 


N 


Page. 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 118 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise 116 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 121 

O  for  the  peace  which  fioweth 85 

Oh  !  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth  6 

Oh  !  let  your  mingling  voices  rise 6 

O  holy  Saviour !  Friend  unseen, 99 

O  !  YOU  MUST  BE  A  LOVER  OF  THE  LORD   80 

Oh!  who'll  stand  up  for  Jesus 106 

One  more  petition 92 

One  with  Christ 120 

Only  for  Thee 63 

Only  One  way 22 

Only,  Only  Thee 49 

O  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave 67 

O  sometimes  the  shadows 75 

O  sing  to  me  of  heaven 113 

O  sinner,  why  stand  on  the  brink 33 

O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone 120 

O  think  of  a  home  over  there 115 

O  turn  ye ' .. 26 

Out  on  an  ocean 118 

Over  there 115 

Over  the  River 98 

PAULINA 84 

Penitence 34 

Precious  Saviour,  may  I  live 63 

Prince  of  Peace,  control  my  will 45 

1)athbun 91 
I  Revive  us  again 79 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me 116 

Ro&efield 35 

savannah 104 

Save,  O  Jesus,  save 65 

Saviour  Pilot  Me 37 

Saviour  who  died  for  me 50 

Say  where  is  Thy  refuge  ? 14 

Scattered  Diamonds 72 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river  ? 122 

Shining  Shore 120 

Sing  of  His  Love 62 

Sinner  how  thy  heart  is  troubled 21 

Sinner  now  will  you  go 10 

Sinner  O  why  so  thoughtless  grown. . .  122 

Sleep  not  soldier  of  the  cross 121 

Souls  immortal,  shall  they  die  ? 3 

Sound  the  Battle  Cry 97 

Speed  Our  Bark 96 

Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus 124 

Star  of  Bethlehem.  47 

Stockwell 71 

Sweeping  thro'  the  gates 112 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer 117 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. .  121 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 125 
The  blood,  the  precious  blood.  . .    66 

The  Cleansing  Wave 67 

The  Cleft  of  the  Rock 16 

The  Cross,  the  Cross 66 

The  Gate  of  Pearl 64 

The  Guiding  Hand 69 

The  Land  to  which  we  go Ill 

The  Lord  will  provide 37 

The  Mercy's  Seat t>8 


128 


INDEX. 


Page- 
There  are  dear  ones 76 

There  is  a  beautiful  world 110 

There  is  a  Fountain 30 

There  is  a  gate  of  shining 64 

There  is  a  Name  I  love  to  hear 77 

There  is  a  time,  we  know  not 27 

There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Jesus.  100 

There  is  only  one  way 22 

There's  room  and  a  welcome 33 

The  Rock  that  is  higher 75 

The  sauds  of  time  are  wasting 114 

The  Spirit  iu  our  hearts 119 

The  voice  of  free  grace 124 

They  pray  the  best  who 123 

Thine  eye  can  see 108 

TJio'  the  mist  hangs  o'er  the  river 93 

Though  troubles  assail 37 

Thou,  my  everlasting  portion 52 

Thro'  each  perplexing  care 69 

Thy  sins  I  bore 42 

Thy  works,  not  mine 39 

Till  He  Come 101 

'Tis  my  happiness  below 55 

To-day  if  ye  will  hear 28 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls 12 

To  Thee  1  come 42 

Trust  and  rest 92 

Trusting 45 

p,  be  doing 7 


u 


TToice  of  Love. 


P»ge. 
.     13 


Waiting  by  the  river 93 
Waiting  for  me 76 

We  are  passing  away '. . .     28 

We  are  travelling  home 81 

Weary  not,  my  brother 41 

We  praise  Thee,  O  God 79 

What  means  this  eager 8 

What  various  hindrances 121 

When  I  can  read  my  title 121 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  Cross ...     94 

When  I  trust  in  the  Saviour 56 

When  marshalled  on 47 

When  Thou,  my  righteous  Judge 51 

When  torn  is  the  bosom 123 

When  wounded  sore 65 

Where  do  you  journey 102 

Where  is  thy  refuge 14 

Whether  joys  possess  the  soul 70 

■Who,  who  are  these , 112 

Why  is  thy  faith,  O  child 105 

Why  not  to-night 24 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 124 

Work  To-day 3 


re  dying  sons  of  men 117 


figg*  Many  of  the  Hymns  and  Tunes  in  this  Work  are  Copyright 
property,  and  can  only  be  used  by  permission  first  obtained  fro?n  the 
Authors  or  Publishers. 


WATERS'  CONCERTO  PARLOR  ORGANS 


1 


are  the  most  beautiful  in  style  and 
perfect  m  tone  ever  made.  The 
CONCERTO  Sl'OP  is  the  best  ever 
placed  in  any  Organ.  J'  is  produced 
m  extra  set  (;/'  reeds  peculiarly 
voiced,  the  EFFECT  of  which  is  iHOS'JT 
< .HAHNINGsnd  SOUL-STIRRING, 
i>s  I  MUTATION  of  the  HUMAN 
VOICE  is  SUPERB.     Terms  liberal. 

WATERS'  Philharmonic, Vesper  and 
Orchestral  ORGANS? »H 

CASES)  are  among  the  best  made,  com- 
bining PURITY  of  VOICING  with, 
great  volume  of  tone,  suitable  for 
Parlor,  Cliurcli,  or  Music  Hall. 

I'fcRS"  NEW  SCALE  PIANOS  »A^iffi5S 

tone,  with  all  modern  improvements,  and  ate  the  BEST 
PIANOS  MADE.  These  Organs  and  Pianos  are  warranted 
for  6  years.  PRICES  EXTREMELY  IOIV  for  -ash,  or 
part  ca*h,  and  balance  in  monthly  or  quarterly  payments. 
Second-hand  Instruments  taken  in  exchange  tor  new. 
IVIonthly  Installments  Received,  running  from  12  to  24 
Months. 

PIA\OS    AND   ORGANS    TO    LET, 

And  15  Months'  Rent  Allowed  if  Purchased. 

Second-hand-  Instrument*  at  Gr  at  Bargains. 

AGENTS  WANTED  in  every  County  in  the  U.  S.  and 
Canada.  A  liberal  discount  o  Teachers,  MinMers.  Churches, 
Schools.  Lodges,  etc.    ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  MAILED. 

HORACE    WATERS    &    SON, 
No.  4S1  Broadway,  New  York.        P.  O.  Box  3567. 


"TnE  Watbiss  Concerto  Pa  blob  Organ— We  arc  glad  to  chronicle  nnv  new  thing, 
oranyimi  in  an  old  one,  that  tends  to  popularize  music  by  rendering  its  study 

either  easier  or  more  attractive.  Lately  our  attention  has  been  called- to  a  new  patented 
stop  a. Med  to  the  Waters  Keed  Organ,  called  the  Concerto  Stop.  It  is  so  voiced  as  to 
have  a  tone  like  a  full,  rich  alto  voice;  it  is  especially  'human'  In  its  tone.  It  is  powerful 
as  well  as  sweet,  and  when  wj  heard  it,  we  were  in  doubt  whether  we  liked  it  best  >n  Solo 
or  with  Full  Organ,  We  regard  this  as  a  valuable  addition  to  the  Reed  Organ."— Rural 
New-Yorker. 

"Thk  Waters  Pianos— New  York  Is  famous  all  over  the  world  for  its  pianos/but  there 
are  none  of  our  manufacturers  who  more  richly  merit  the  high  reputation  they  have  or* 
tained.  than  Messrs.  Horace  Voters  &  Son,  of  No  481  Broadway.  The  pnrltv  an 
ness  ot  I  he  tone  of  their  pianos  are  unrivalled,  hut  what  lliev  par  k-ulailc  excel  in,  is  even- 
ness. The  bass  does  not  drown  the  treble,  the  higher  notes  are  not  sacrificed  tothemiddie 
ones,  out  from  the  first  key  to  the  last,  the  tone  is  equally  full,  sonorous,  and  with  a 
remarkable  singing  power.  Their  organs,  too,  are  admirable,  and  the  Great  Concerto 
Organ,  recentlj  produced  by  them,  is  deservedly  a  very  great  success.  The  long  experi- 
ence of  this  w-ll-known  firm  has  enabled  them  to  make  improvements,  which  were 
formerly  thought  impossible  outside  of  a  large  church  organ."— Evening  Mail,  N.  Y. 

"  Messrs.  Horace  Waters  &  Son,  4S1  Broadway,  make  a  specialty  of  Parlor  Organs.    In 
the  manufacture  of  organs,  they  have  no  superior  in  this  country,  and  their  instruments 
[ulred  a  celebrity  all  over  the  world." — The  N.  Y.  World. 

"  Horace  Waters  Ik  Son,  these  well-known  Piano  and  Organ  manufacturers,  4S1  Broad- 
way,  have  secured  an  immense  patronage,  their  sales  extending  and  increasing  in  every 
direction  " — Christian  Advi  rk. 
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